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MY   YOUTH 

CHAPTER  I 

WHAT  I  CONSIDER  THE  BEGINNING  OF  YOUTH. 

T  HAVE  said  that  my  friendship  with  Dmitri 
-*-  revealed  a  new  view  of  Hfe  to  me,  its  aimjs  and 
bearings.  This  view  consisted  essentially  in  the 

belief  that  man's  destiny  is  to  strive  for  moral 
perfection,  and  that  this  perfection  is  easy,  possi- 

ble, and  eternal.  But  hitherto  I  had  revelled  only 
in  the  discovery  of  the  new  thoughts  which  sprang 
from  this  behef,  and  in  the  construction  of  brilliant 
plans  for  a  moral  and  active  future  ;  but  my  life 
went  on  in  the  same  petty,  confused,  and  idle 
fashion. 

The  philanthropic  thoughts  v/hich  I  examiined  in 
my  conversations  with  my  adored  friend  Dmitri, 
wonderful  Mitya  as  I  called  him  in  a  whisper  to  my- 

self sometimes,  still  pleased  my  mind  only,  but  not 
my  feelings.  But  the  time  arrived  when  these 
thoughts  came  into  my  head  with  such  freshness 
and  force  of  moral  discovery,  that  I  was  alarmed 
when  I  reflected  how  much  time  I  had  wasted  in 
vain  ;  and  I  wanted  to  apply  these  thoughts 
immediately,  that  very  second,  to  life,  with  the 
firm  intention  of  never  changing  them. 

And  from  that  time  I  date  the  beginning  of  youth 
At  that  time  I  was  nearly  sixteen.  Masters 
continued  to  come  to  me.  St.  Jerome  supervised 
my  studies,  and  I  was  forced  unwillingly  to  prepare 
for  the  university.  Besides  my  studies,  njy 
occupations     consisted     in     solitarv,     incoherent 
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t>  MY  YOUTH 

reveries  and  meditation  ;  in  gymnastic  exercises 
with  a  view  to  making  myself  the  strongest  man  in 
the  world  ;  in  roaming,  without  any  definite  aim  or 
idea,  through  all  the  rooms,  and  particularly  in  the 

corridor  of  the  maids'  room  ;  and  in  gazing  at 
myself  in  the  mirror,  from  which  last  occupation, 
by  the  way,  I  always  desisted  with  a  heavy  feeling  of 
sorrow  and  even  of  aversion.  I  was  convinced  that 
my  appearance  was  not  only  plain,  but  I  could  not 
even  comfort  myself  with  the  consolations  usual  in 
such  cases.  I  could  not  say  that  my  face  was 
expressive,  intellectual,  and  noble.  There  was 
nothing  expressive  about  it  ;  the  features  were  of 
the  coarsest,  most  ordinary,  and  homeliest.  My 
small  grey  eyes  were  stupid  rather  than  intelligent, 
particularly  when  I  looked  in  the  mirror.  There 
was  still  less  of  manliness  about  it.  Although  I 
was  not  so  very  diminutive  in  stature,  and  very 
strong  for  my  age,  all  my  features  were  soft,  flabby, 
and  unformed.  There  was  not  even  anything 
noble  about  it :  on  the  contrary,  mj^  face  was 
exactly  like  that  of  a  common  peasant  {muzhik) 
and  I  had  just  such  big  hands  and  feet ;  and  this 
seemed  to  me  at  that  time  very  disgraceful. 



CHAPTER  II 

SPRING 

IN  the    year  when  I  entered    the    university, 
^     Easter  fell  so  late  in    April   that    the    exarn* 
inations  were  set  for  Quasimodo  Week,  and  I  was 
obliged  to  prepare  for  the  sacrament,   and  make 
my   final  preparations,  during  Passion  Week. 

The  weather  had  been  soft,  warm,  and  clear  for 
three  daj^s  after  the  wet  snow  which  Karl  Ivanitch 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  caUing  "  t/i^  son  followed  the 
father,"  Not  a  lump  of  snow  was  to  be  seen  in  the 
streets  ;  dirty  paste  had  given  place  to  the  wet 
shining  pavements  and  rapid  ri\ailets.  The  last 
drops  were  thawing  from  the  roofs  in  the  sun. 
The  buds  were  sweHing  on  the  trees  within  the 
enclosures.  The  path  in  the  court -yard  was  dry. 
In  the  direction  of  the  stable,  past  the  frozen  heaps 
of  manure,  and  between  the  stones  about  the  porch 
the  moss-like  grass  was  beginning  to  turn  green. 
It  was  that  particular  period  of  spring  which  acts 
most  powerfully  upon  the  soul  of  m^an — the  clear* 
full,  brilliant  but  not  hot  sun,  the  brooks  and  snov/- 
bare  places  breathing  freshness  to  the  air  ;  and  the 
tender  blue  sky,  with  its  long  transparent  clouds. 
I  do  not  kno\v  why,^  but  it  seems  to  me  that  the 
influence  of  this  first  period  of  birth  of  the  spring  is 
even  more  powerful  and  perceptible  in  a  great 
city  :  one  sees  less,  but  foresees  more.  I  stood  by 
the  window,  through  whose  double  frames  the 
morning  sun  cast  dusty  rays  of  light  upon  the  floor 
of  the  schoolroom  which  bored  me  so  intolerably, 
solving  a  long  algebraic  equation  on  the  blackboard. 
In  one  hand  I  held  a  soft,  tattered  copy  of  Franker^s 
Algebra,  in  the  other  a  small  bit  of  chalk,  with 
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8  MY  YOUTH 

which  I  had  already  smeared  both  hands,  my  face 
and  the  elbows  of  my  coat.  Nikolai,  wearing  an 
apron,  and  with  his  sleeves  rolled  up,  was  chipping 
off  the  cement,  and  extracting  the  nails  of  the 
windows  which  opened  on  the  front  yard.  His 
occupation,  and  the  noise  he  made,  distracted  my 
attention.  Besides,  I  was  in  a  very  evil  and  dis- 

satisfied state  of  mind.  Nothing  would  go  right 
with  me.  I  had  made  a  mistake  at  the  beginning 
of  my  calculation,  so  that  I  had  had  to  begin  all  over 
again.  I  had  dropped  the  chalk  twice.  I  was 
conscious  that  my  hands  and  face  were  dirty.  The 
sponge  had  disappeared  soniewhere  or  other  ;  the 
noise  which  Nikolai  made  shook  my  nerves  pain- 

fully. I  wanted  to  get  into  a  rage,  and  growl. 
I  flung  aside  the  chalk  and  algebra,  and  began  to 
pace  the  room.  But  I  remembered  that  to-day 
I  must  go  to  confession,  and  that  I  must  refrain  from 
all  evil ;  and  all  at  once  1  fell  into  a  peculiar,  gentle 
mood,  and  approached  Nikolai. 

"Permit  me  ;  I  will  help  you,  Nikolai,"  said  I, 
trying  to  impart  the  gentlest  of  tones  to  my  voice. 
The  thought  that  I  was  behavang  well,  stifling  my 
vexation,  and  helping  him,  heightened  this  gentle 
disposition  of  mind  still  further. 

The  cement  was  cut  away,  the  nails  remioved  ;  but 
although  Nikolai  tugged  at  the  cross-frame  with  all 
liis  miight,  the  frame  would  not  yield. 

"  If  the  frame  comes  out  immediately  now,  when 
I  pull  on  it,"  I  thought,  "  it  will  signify  that  it  is  a 
sin,  and  that  I  need  not  do  any  more  work  to-day." 
The  frame  leaned  to  one  side,  and  came  out. 

"  Where  is  it  to  be  carried  ?  "  said  I. 
"If  you  please,  I  v/ill  take  caxe  of  it  myself," 

replied  Nikolai,  evidently  amazed  and  seemingly 

displeased  with  my  zeal  :  "  it  must  not  be  dropped, 
but  they  belong  in  the  g:  rret  in  my  room." 

"  I  will  take  care  of  i^."  said  I,  lifting  the  frame. 
It  seems  to  me,  that  if  the  garret  were  two  versts 

away,  and  the  window-frame  were  twice  as  heavy. 
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I  should  be  very  irmch  pleased.  I  wanted  to 
torture  myself  by  performing  this  service  for 
Nikolai.  When  I  returned  to  the  room,  the  tiles 

and  the  cones  of  salt*  were  already  transferred  to 
the  window-sills,  and  Nikolai  had  brushed  off  the 

sand  and  drowsy  flies  through  the  open  window. 
The  fresh,  perfumed  air  had  already  entered  and 
filled  the  room.  From  the  window,  the  hum  of  the 

city  and  the  twittering  of  the  sparrows'in  the  yard were  audible. 

Every  object  was  brilliantly  illuminated  ;  the 
room  had  grown  cheerful ;  the  light  spring  Irceze 

fluttered  the  leaves  of  my  algebra,  and  Nikclai's 
hair.  I  approached  the  window,  sat  down  in  it, 
bent  towards  the  yard,  and  began  to  thir.k. 

Some  new,  exceedingly  powerful,  and  pleasant 
sensation  penetrated  my  soul  all  at  once.  The  wet 
earth,  through  which,  here  and  there,  bright  green 

spears  of  g;  ass  with  yellow  stalks  pushed  tlieir  v  r.y  ; 
the  rivulets,  sparkling  in  the  sun,  and  \\  hiding  along 
little  clods  of  earth  and  shavings  snd  reddenirg 

twigs  of  syringa  with  swollen  buds  which  undulate 
just  beneath  the  window  ;  the  anxious  twittering 
of  the  birds  thronging  this  bush  ;  the  blackish 

hedge  wet  with  the  melted  snow  ;  but  chiefly  the 

damp,  fragrant  air  and  cheerful  sun — spoke  to  m^e 
intelligibly,  clearly,  of  soir.ething  new  and  very 
beautiful,  which,  though  I  cannot  reproduce  it  as  it 

told  itself. to  me,  I  shall  en'^eavour  to  repeat  as  I 
received  it  :  ever\i:hing  spo'ie  to  me  of  beauty, 
happiness,  and  virtue,  said  th  t  both  were  easy  and 
possible  to  me,  that  one  could  lot  exist  without  the 

*Ia  order  to  aid  the  sand,  wMch  is  placed  between  the 
double  windows  to  absorb  dampness,  little  cones  of  salt 

two  or  three  inches  high  are  ?-dded,  about  three  to  a  w  n- 
dow.  The  salt  is  put  into  little  paper  moulds  while  damp, 
to  give  it  this  conical  form,  and  the  moulds  aresometiiues 
left  also.  Tiles  or  little  bricks  are  often  added,  like  cases, 

between  the  salt,  for  ornaments ;  and  provincial  aesthetes 

frequently  add  or  substitute  little  bunches  of  artinc^al fiowers. 
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other,  and  even  that  beauty,  happiness,  and  virtue 
are  one  and  the  same.  "  How  could  I  fail  to  under- 

stand this  ?  How  wicked  I  was  before  I  How 
happy  I  might  have  been,  and  how  happy  I  may  be 
in  the  future !  "  I  said  to  myself.  '*  I  must 
become  another  man  as  quickly,  as  quickly,  as 
possible,  this  very  moment,  and  begin  to  live 

differently."  But,  in  spite  of  this,  I  still  sat  for  a 
long  time  in  the  window,  dreaming  and  doing 
nothing.  Has  it  ever  happened  to  you,  in  summer, 
to  lie  down  to  sleep,  during  the  daytime,  in  gloomy, 
rainy  weather,  and,  waking  up  at  sunset,  to  open 
your  eyes,  to  catch  sight  through  the  wide  sqi  are 
window,  from  under  the  linen  blind  which  swells  and 
beats  its  lath  against  the  window-sill,  of  the  shady, 
purpling  side  of  the  linden  alley,  wet  with  rain,  and 
the  damp  garden  walks,  illuminated  by  the  bright, 
slanting  rays ;  to  suddenly  catch  the  sound  of 
merry  life  among  the  birds  in  the  garden,  and  to 
see  the  insects  which  are  circling  in  the  window 
aperture,  transparent  in  the  sun,  and  become 
conscious  of  the  fragrance  of  the  air  after  rain,  and 

to  think,  "  How  shameful  of  me  to  sleep  away  such 
an  evening  I  "  and  then  to  spring  up  in  haste,  in 
order  to  go  to  the  garden  and  rejoice  in  life  ?  II 
this  has  happened  to  you,  then  here  is  a  specimen 
of  the  powerful  feeling  which  I  experienced  then. 



CHAPTER  III 

REVERIES 

TO-DAY  I  shall  confess,  I  shall  purify  myself 
of  all  my  sins,"  I  thought,  "  and  I  shall 

never  commit  any  more."  (Here  I  recalled  all  the 
sins  which  troubled  me  most.)  "  I  shall  go  to 
church,  without  fail,  every  Sunday,  and  afterwards 
I  shall  read  the  Gospels  for  a  whole  hour  ;  and  then, 
out  of  the  w^hite  bank-bill  which  I  shall  receive 
every  month  when  I  enter  the  university,  I  will  be 
sure  to  give  two  roubles  and  a  half  (one  tenth)  to  the 
poor,  and  in  such  a  manner  that  no  one  shall  know 
it — and  not  to  beggars,  but  I  will  seek  out  poor 
people,  an  orphan  or  old  woman,  whom  no  one 
knows  about. 

"  I  shall  have  a  room  to  myself  (probably  St 
Jerome's),  and  I  shall  take  care  of  it  myself,  and 
keep  it  wonderfully  clean  ;  and  I  shall  leave  the 
man  nothing  to  do  for  me,  for  he  is  just  the  same  as 
I  am.  Then  I  shall  go  all  day  to  the  university  on 
foot  (and  if  they  give  me  a  drozhky,  I  shall  sell  it, 
and  give  that  money  also  to  the  poor),  and  I  shall 
do  ever3^thing  with  the  greatest  precision  (what  that 
*  everything  '  was,  I  could  not  have  told,  in  the 
least,  then  ;  but  I  vividly  realized  and  felt  this 

'  everything  '  in  an  intellectual,  m.oral,  and  irre- 
proachable life).  I  shall  prepare  my  lectures,  and 

even  go  over  the  subjects  beforehand,  so  that  I 
shall  be  at  the  head  in  the  first  course,  and  write  the 
dissertation  ;  in  the  second  course,  I  shall  know 
<^verything  beforehand,  and  they  can  transfer  me 
directly  to  the  third  course,  so  that  at  eighteen  I 

II 
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shall  graduate  as  first  candidate,  with  two  gold 
medals  ;  then  I  shall  stand  my  examination  for  the 
degree  of  Master,  then  Doctor,  and  I  shall  become 
the  leading  savant  in  Russia  ;  I  may  be  the  m.ost 

learned  man  in  Europe,  even."  "  Well,  and  after- 
wards ?  "  I  asked  myself.  But  here  I  remembered 

that  these  were  dreams — pride,  sin,  which  I  should 
have  to  recount  to  the  priest  that  evening  ;  and  I 

went  back  to  the  beginning  of  my  argument.  "  As  a 
preparation  for  my  lectures,  I  will  walk  out  to  the 
Sparrow  Hills  ;  *  there  I  will  select  a  spot  beneath  a 
tree,  and  read  over  the  lesson.  Sometimes  I  shall 
take  something  to  eat  with  m.e,  cheese  or  patties 
from  Pedotti,  or  something.  I  shall  rest  myself, 
and  then  I  shall  read  some  good  book,  or  sketch 
views,  or  play  on  some  instrument  (I  must  not  fail 
to  learn  to  pla^/  the  flute) .  Then  she  will  also  take  a 
walk  on  the  Sparrow  Hills,  and  some  day  she  will 
come  up  to  me,  and  ask  who  I  am.  And  I  shall 
look  at  her  so  mournfully,  and  say  that  I  am  the  son 

of  a  priest,  and  that  I  am  happy  only  here  w^hen  I 
am  alone,  quite,  quite  alone.  Then  she  will  give 
me  her  hand,  and  say  something,  and  sit  down 
beside  me.  .  Thus  we  shall  come  there  every  day, 
and  vvc  shall  becom.e  friends,  and  I  shall  kiss  her. 
— ^No,  that  is  not  well :  on  the  contrary,  from  this 
day  forth,  I  shall  never  more  look  at  a  woman. 

Never,  never  will  I  go  into  the  maids'  room,  I  will 
try  not  to  pass  by  it  even  ;  and  in  three  years  I 
shall  be  free  from  guardianship,  and  I  shall  marry, 
without  fail.  I  shall  take  as  much  exercise  as 

possible  with  gymnastics  every  day,  so  that  when  I 
am  twenty  I  shall  be  stronger  than  Erpneau.  The 
first  day,  I  will  hold  half  a  poodf  in  my  out- 

stretched hand  for  five  minutes  ;  on  the  second  day 

twenty-one  pounds  ;  on  the  third  day,  twenty-two 
pounds,  and  so  on,  so  that  at  last  I  can  support  four 
poods  in  each  hand,  and  I  shall  be  stronger  than  any 

*  Hills  near  Moscow.  f  Atout  twenty  pounds. 
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one  at  court ;  and  when  anyone  undertakes  to 
insult  me,  or  express  himself  disrespectfully  of  her^ 
I  will  take  him  thus,  quite  simply,  by  the  breast,  I 
will  lift  him  an  arshin  or  two  from  the  ground  witli 
one  hand,  and  only  hold  him  long  enough  to  let  him 

feel  my  power,  and  then  I  will  release  him. — But 
this  is  not  well :  no,  I  will  not  do  him  any  harm,  I 

will  only  show  him  " — 
Reproach  me  not  because  the  dreams  of  adoles- 

cence were  as  childish  as  the  dreams  of  childhood 

and  boyhood.  I  am  convinced  that  if  I  am  fated 
to  live  to  extreme  old  age,  and  my  story  follows  rny 
growth,  as  an  old  man  of  seventy  I  shall  dream  in 
exactly  the  same  impossibly  childish  way  as  now. 
I  shall  dream  of  some  charming  Marie,  who  will  fall 
in  love  with  me  as  a  toothless  old  man,  as  she  loved 

Mazeppa  ;J  of  how  my  weak-minded  son  will 
suddenly  become  a  minister,  through  some  unusual 
circumstance  ;  or  of  how  a  treasure  of  millions  will 
fall  to  me  all  of  a  sudden.  I  am  convinced  that 
there  is  no  human  being  or  age  which  is  deprived 
of  this  beneficent,  comforting  capacity  for  dreaming. 
But,  exclusive  of  the  general  traits  of  impossibility 
— the  witchcraft  of  reverie — ^the  dreams  of  each  man 
and  of  each  stage  of  growth  possess  their  own 
distinctive  character.  During  that  period  of  time 
which  I  regard  as  the  limit  of  boyhood  and  the 
beginning  of  adolescence,  four  sentiments  formed 
the  foundation  of  my  dreams  :  love  for  her,  the 
ideal  woman,  of  whom  I  thought  always  in  the  same 
strain,  and  whom  I  expected  to  meet  som.ewherest 
any  moment.  This  she  was  a  little  like  Sonitchka  ; 
a  little  like  Mascha,  Vasili's  wife,  when  she  washes 
the  clothes  in  the  tub  ;  and  a  little  like  the  woman 
with  pearls  on  her  white  neck,  whom  I  saw  in  the 
theatre  very  long  ago,  in  the  box  next  to  ours. 
The  second  sentiment  was  love  of  love.  I  wani<  d 
to  have  everyone  know  and  love  me.  I  wanted  to 
pronounce  my  name,  Nikolai  Irteneff,  and  have 

♦  An  allusion  to  Pushkin's  poem,  *'  Poltava." 
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everyone,  startled  by  this  information,  surround 
me,  and  thank  me  for  something.  The  third  feeling 
was  the  hope  of  some  remarkable,  glorious  good 
fortune — so  great  and  firm  that  it  would  border  on 
madness.  I  was  so  sure  that  I  should  become  the 
greatest  and  most  distinguished  man  in  the  world 
very  soon,  in  consequence  of  some  extraordinary 
circumstance  ar  other,  that  I  found  myself  con- 

stantly in  a  state  of  agitated  expectation  of  some- 
thing enchantingly  bUssfuL.  I  was  alvv-ays  ex- 

pecting that  it  was  about  to  begin,  and  that  I  was  on 
the  point  of  attaining  whatever  a  man  may  desire  ; 
and  I  was  always  hastening  about  in  all  directions, 
supposing  that  it  was  already  beginning  in  the  place 
where  I  was  not.  The  fourth  and  principal  feeling 
was  disgust  at  myself,  and  remorse,  but  a  remorse 
so  mingled  with  hope  of  bliss  that  there  was  nothing 
sorrowful  about  it.  It  seemed  to  me  so  easy  and 
natural  to  tear  myself  away  from  all  the  past,  to 
reconstruct,  to  forget  everything  which  had  been, 
and  to  begin  my  life  with  all  its  relations  quite 
anew,  that  the  past  neither  weighed  upon  nor 
fettered  me.  I  even  took  pleasure  in  my  repug- 

nance to  the  past,  and  began  to  see  it  in  more  sombre 
colours  than  it  had  possessed.  The  blacker  was  the 
circle  of  memories  of  the  past,  the  purer  and  brighter 
did  the  pure,  bright  point  of  the  present  and  the 
rainbow  hues  of  the  future  stand  out  in  relief 

against  it .  This  voice  of  remorse,  and  of  passionate 
desire  for  perfection,  was  the  chief  new  spiritual 
sentiment  at  that  epoch  of  my  development ;  and 
it  marked  a  new  era  in  my  views  with  regard  to 
myself,  to  people^  and  the  world.  That  beneficent, 
cheering  voice  has,  since  then,  so  often  boldly  been 
raised,  in  those  sad  hours  when  the  soul  has  silently 

submitted  to  the  weight  of  life's  falsehood  and  vice, 
against  every  untruth,  maliciously  convicting  the 
past,  pointing  to  the  bright  spot  of  the  present  and 
making  one  love  k,  and  promising  good  and  happi- 

ness in  the  future — ^the  blessed,  comforting  voice  I 
Wilt  thou  ever  cease  to  sound  ? 



CHAPTER  IV 

OUR  FAMILY  CIRCLE 

|3APA  was  seldom  at  home  that  spring,  hui 
^  when  he  ̂ happened  to  be,  he  was  extremely 
gay ;  he  rattled  off  his  favourite  pieces  on  the  piano, 
made  eyes  and  invented  jests  about  Mimi  and  all  of 
us,  such  as  that  the  Tzarevitch  of  Georgia  had 
seen  Mimi  out  riding,  and  had  fallen  so  much  in  love 
that  he  had  sent  a  petition  to  the  synod  for  a 
divorce,  and  that  I  had  been  appointed  assistant 
to  the  ambassador  to  Vienna — and  he  com.miani- 
cated  this  news  with  a  sober  face  ;  and  frightened 
Katenka  wuth  spiders,  which  she  was  afraid  of. 
He  was  very  gracious  to  our  friends  Dubkofi  and 
Nekhliudoff,  and  was  constantly  telling  us  and 
visitors  his  plans  for  the  coming  year.  Although 
these  plans  were  changed  nearly  every  day,  and 
contradicted  each  other,  they  were  so  attractive 
that  we  listened  to  them  eagerly,  and  Liubotchka 

stared  straight  at  papa's  lips,  never  once  winking 
lest  she  should  lose  a  single  word.  But  the  plan 
consisted  in  leaving  us  in  Moscow  at  the  university, 
and  going  to  Italy  with  Liubotchka  for  two  j'ears, 
and  purchasing  an  estate  in  the  Crimea,  on  the 
southern  shore,  and  going  there  every  summier,  and 
in  removing  to  St.  Petersburg  with  the  whole 
family,  and  so  forth.  But  another  change  had 
taken  place  in  papa,  besides  his  remarkable  gaiety, 
which  greatly  surprised  m^e.  He  had  got  himself 
some  fashionable  clothes — an  olive-coloured  coat, 
fashionable  trousers  wdth  straps,  and  9  long  over* 
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coat  which  became  him  extremely — and  he  was 
often  dehciously  scented  with  perfumes  when  he 
went  anywhere,  and  particularly  to  one  lady  of 
whom  Mimi  never  spoke  except  with  a  sigh,  and 
with  a  face  on  which  one  might  have  read  the  words, 

"Poor  orphans!  An  unfortunate  passion.  It  is 
well  that  she  is  no  more,"  and  so  on.  I  learned  from 
Nikolai  (for  papa  never  told  us  about  his  gambling 
affairs)  that  he  had  been  very  lucky  at  play  that 
winter ;  he  had  won  a  dreadfully  large  sum  at 
ombre,  and  did  not  want  to  play  again  that  spring. 
Probably  this  was  the  reason  that  he  was  so  anxious 
to  go  to  the  country  as  soon  as  possible,  lest  he 
should  not  be  able  to  restrain  himself.  He  even 
decided  not  to  await  my  entrance  to  the  university, 
but  went  off  immediately  after  Easter  toPetrovskoe 
with  the  girls,  whither  Volodya  and  I  were  to 
follow  him  later  on. 

Volodya  had  been  inseparable  from  Dubkoff  all 
winter  and  even  until  the  spring  (but  he  and 
Dmitri  began  to  treat  each  other  rather  coldly). 
Their  chief  pleasures,  so  far  as  I  could  judge  from 
the  conversations  which  I  heard,  consisted  in 
drinking  champagne  incessantly,  driving  in  a 
sleigh  past  the  windows  of  young  ladies  with  whom 
they  were  both  in  love,  and  dancing  vis-a-vis,  not  at 
children's  balls  any  more,  but  at  real  balls. 

This  last  circumstance  caused  a  great  separation 
between  Volodya  and  me,  although  we  loved  each 
other.  We  were  conscious  that  the  difference  was 
too  great  between  the  boy  to  whom  teachers  still 
came,  and  the  man  who  danced  at  great  balls,  to 
allow  of  our  making  up  our  minds  to  share  our 
thoughts.  Katenka  was  already  quite  grown  up, 
read  a  great  many  romances,  and  the  thought  that 
she  might  soon  marry  no  longer  seemed  a  joke  to 
me  ;  but  although  Volodya  was  grown  up  also,  they 
did  not  associate,  and  it  even  seemed  as  though  they 
despised  each  other.  Generally,  when  Katenka 
was  at  home,  she  had  nothing  to  occupy  her  but 
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romances,  and  she  was  bored  most  of  the  time  ;  but 
when  strange  men  came,  she  became  very  lively 
and  charming,  made  eyes  at  them,  and  what  she 
meant  to  express  by  this  I  could  not  in  the  least 
understand.  Only  later,  when  I  learned  from  her 
in  conversation  that  the  only  coquetry  permitted 
to  a  girl  is  this  coquetry  of  the  eyes,  could  I  explain 
to  myself  the  strange,  unnatural  grimaces  of  the 
eyes,  which  did  not  seem  to  surprise  other  people  at 
all.  Liubotchka  also  had  begun  to  wear  dresses 
which  were  almost  long,  so  that  her  crooked  feet 
were  hardly  visible  at  all ;  but  she  cried  as  much  as 
ever.  She  no  longer  dreamed  now  of  marrying  a 
hussar,  but  a  singer,  or  a  musician  ;  and  to  this  end 
she  brsied  he  self  dilgently  with  music.  St. 
Jerone,  who  knew  that  he  was  to  remain  in  the 
liouse  only  until  the  conclusion  of  my  examina- 

tions, had  found  a  situation  with  some  Count,  and 
from  that  time  forth  looked  upon  our  household 
rather  disdainfully.  He  was  seldom  at  home,  took 
to  smoking  cigarettes,  \^hich  were  then  the  height 
of  dandyism,  and  was  incessantly  whistling  merry 
airs  through  a  card.  Mimi  became  more  Utter 
every  day,  and  it  seemed  as  though  she  did  not 
expect  any  good  from  any  one  of  us  from  the  time 
we  were  grown  up. 

When  I  came  down  to  dinner,  I  found  only  Mimi, 
Katenka,  ,  Liubotchka,  and  St.  Jerome  in  the 
dining-room  ;  papa  was  not  at  home,  and  Volodya, 
who  was  preparing  for  examination,  was  with  his 
comrades  in  his  room,  and  had  ordered  his  dinner  to 
be  served  there.  Of  late,  Mimi,  v.hom  none  of  us 
respected,  had  taken  the  head  of  the  table  most  of 
the  time,  and  dinner  lost  much  of  its  charm. 

Dinner  v/as  no  longer,  as  in  mamma's  day,  and 
grandmamma's,  a  kind  of  ceremony  which  united 
the  whole  family  at  a  certain  hour,  and  dividend 
the  day  into  two  halves.  We  permitted  ourselves 
to  be  late,  to  come  in  at  the  second  course,  to  drinl: 
wine  from  tumblers  (St.  Jerome  himself  set  the 
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example  on  this  point),  to  lounge  on  our  chairs,  to 
go  off  before  dinner  v.  as  over,  and  similar  hberties. 
From  that  moment  dinner  ceased  to  be,  as  formerly^ 
a  joyous,  daily  family  solemnity.  It  was  qinte 
another  thing  at  Petrovskoe,  where  all,  freshly 
washed  and  dressed  for  dinner,  se  ted  then^  selves 

in  th'^  drawing-: o^m  at  two  o'clock,  and  chatted 
merrily  while  waiting  for  the  appointed  hour.  Just 

as  the  clock  in  the  butler's  pantry  squeaks  pre- 
paratory to  striking  two,  Foka  enters  softly,  a 

napkin  on  his  arm,  and  with  a  dignified  and  rather 

stern  countenance.  "  Dinner  is  readj^ !  "  he  say^^ 
in  a  loud,  drawling  voice  ;  and  all  go  to  the  dining- 
room,  the  elder  people  in  front,  the  young  ones 
behind,  with  gay  contented  faces  ;  rattling  their 
starched  skirts,  and  squeaking  their  shoes,  and 
softly  talking,  they  seat  themselves  in  their  familiar 
places.  And  it  used  to  be  very  different  in  Moscov;, 
w^here  all  stood  softly  talking  before  the  tabk\ 
waiting  for  grandmamma.  Gavrilo  has  already 
gone  to  announce  to  her  that  dinner  is  served  :  all 
at  once  the  eloor  opens,  the  rustle  of  a  dress  and  the 
sound  of  feet  become  audible,  and  grandmamna 
swims  out  of  her  chamber,  in  a  remarkable  cap  with 
lilac  ribbons  and  all  on  one  side,  smiling  or  scowlirg 
darkly  (according  to  the  state  of  her  health). 
Gavrilo  ruehes  to  her  chair,  the  chairs  rattle,  ard 

with  a  feelirg  of  cold  trickling  down  your  spine — n 
forerunner  of  appetite — you  take  your  rather  damp, 
starched  napkin,  devour  your  crust  of  bread,  ard, 
rubbing  your  hands  under  the  table  with  impatient 
and  joyous  greediness,  you  gaze  at  the  steaming 
tureen  of  soup,  which  the  butler  dispenses  according 

to  rank,  age,  and  grandmamma's  ideas. 
I  no  longer  experience  any  such  joy  or  emotion 

when  I  com,e  to  dinner. 
The  chatter  between  Mimi,  St.  Jerome,  and  the 

girls  about  the  frightful  shoes  vhieh  the  Russan 
teacher  wears,  and  Princess  Kornakova's  flounrr^ 
dresses,  and  so  on — that  chatter  which  forn  e;  y 
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inspired  nie  with  genuine  contempt,  which  I 
did  not  even  try  to  conceal  so  far  as  Liubotchka  and 
Katenka  were  conccrne<l — did  not  withdraw  me 
from  my  new  and  virtuous  fran^  of  mind.  I  was 
unusually  gentle ;  I  listened  to  them  with  a 
peculiarly  courteous  smile,  asked  to  have  the  kvas 
passed  to  me  respectfully,  and  agreed  with  St. 
Jerome  when  he  corrected  me  for  a  phrase  which  I 
had  used  before  dinner,  and  told  me  that  it  was 
better  to  say  je  puis  than  fc  peux.  But  I  m.ust 
confess  that  it  rather  displeased  me  to  find  that  no 
one  paid  any  special  attention  to  my  gentleness 
and  anliabilit3^  After  dinner. Liubov^hka  showed 
rae  a  paper  on  which  she  had  written  all  her  sins  ;  I 
thought  that  very  fine,  but  that  it  would  be  still 

better  to  inscribe  one's  sirs  in  one's  soul,  and  that 
^  all  chat  amounted  to  nothing." 

•'  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Liuboichka, 
"  Well,  but  this  is  very  good  ;  }X)u  don't  under- 

stand me."  And  I  went  upstairs  to  my  own  room, 
telling  St.  Jerome  that  I  was  going  to  occupy 
mj'self  until  time  to  go  to  confession,  v/liich  was  an 
hour  and  a  half  off  yet,  with  writing  out  a  list  of  my 
duties  and  occupations  for  my  whole  life,  and  laying 
out  on  paper  tlie  aim  of  my  life,  and  the  rules  by 
which  I  was  always  to  act  without  any  deviation. 



CHAPTER  V 

RULES 

T  PRODUCED  a  sheet  of  paper,  and  wanted  firsi^ 
^  of  all  to  set  about  a  list  of  my  duties  and 
occupations  for  the  coming  year.  For  this  the 
paper  must  be  ruled  ;  but  as  I  had  not  the  rukr 
by  me,  I  used  the  Latin  dictionary  for  that  purpose. 
When  I  drew  the  pen  along  the  dictionary,  and  then 
moved  that  back,  it  appeared  that  instead  of  a  line? 
I  had  made  a  long  puddle  of  ink  on  the  paper  ; 
besides,  the  dictionary  was  shorter  than  the  paper,, 
and  the  line  curved  around  its  soft  corner.  I  took 
another  piece  of  paper,  and  by  moving  the  lexicon 
I  managed  to  draw  the  line  after  a  fashion.  Separ- 

ating my  duties  into  three  classes — dutiesto  miyseif, 
to  my  neighbour,  and  to  God — I  began  to  write 
down  the  first  ;  but  the}^  turned  out  to  be  so 
numerous,  and  of  so  many  kinds  and  sub-divisions, 
that  it  was  necessary  to  write  first,  "  Rules  of 
Life,*'  and  then  to  set  about  making  a  list  of  them. 
I  took  six  sheets  of  paper,  sewed  them  into  a  book, 

aHd  wrote  at  the  top,  "  Rules  of  Life."  These 
words  were  so  crookedly  and  unevenly  written  that 
I  pondered  for  a  long  while  whether  I  should  not 
write  them  again  ;  and  I  worried  long  as  I  looked 
at  the  tattered  list,  ar^d  this  deformed  heading. 
Why  does  everything  which  is  so  beautiful  and 
clean  in  my  soul  turn  out  so  repulsive  on  paper,  and 
in  life  generally,  when  I  want  to  put  in  practice  any 
of  the  things  w  hich  I  think  ? 
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"  The  priest  has  arrived  ;  pleaee  come  down- 
stairs to  attend  to  him,"  Nikolai  came  to  announce. 

I  hid  my  blank  book  in  the  drawer,  looked  in  the 
glass,  brushed  my  hair  up,  which,  in  my  opinion, 
gave  me  a  thoughtful  look,  and  went  to  the  boudoir, 
where  stood  a  covered  table  with  the  images  and 
the  wax  ."andles  for  sacramental  preparation. 
Papa  entered  by  another  door  at  tlie  same  time  as 

myself.  Tlie  priest,  a  gray-haired  mojfik  with  a 
stern,  aged  face,  gave  papa  his  blessing.  Papa 
kissed  his  small,  broad,  dry  hand  ;   I  did  the  same. 

"Call  Waldemar,"  said  papa:  "where  is  he? 
But  no,  he  will  make  his  preparation  at  the  uni- 

versity." 
"  He  is  engaged  with  the  Prince,"  said  Katenko, 

and  looked  at  Liubotchka.  Liubtchka  suddenly 
blushed  for  some  reason,  pretended  that  she  felt 
ill,  and  quitted  the  room.  I  followed  her.  She 

paused  in  the  drawing-room,  and  wrote  something- more  on  her  paper. 

"  What,  have  you  committed  a  fresh  sin  ?  "  I asked. 

"  No,  it's  nothing,"  she  replied,  turning  red. 
At  that  moment  Dmitri's  voice  became  audible 

in  the  ante-room,  as  he  took  leave  of  Volodya. 

"  Everything  is  a  temptation  to  you,"  said 
Katenka,  entering  the  room,  and  addressing 
Liubotchka. 

I  could  not  understand  what  had  happened  to  nfy 
sister  :  she  was  so  confused  that  tears  rose  to  her 

eyes,  and  her  agitation,  attaining  the  highest 
point,  passed  into  anger  at  herself  and  Katenka, 
who  was  evidently  teasing  her. 

"It's  plain  that  you  are  a  foreigner,  (nothing 
could  be  more  insulting  to  Katenka  than  the, 

appellation  of  "  foreigner,"  and  therefore  Liu- 
botchka made  use  of  it) .  "  Before  such  a  sacrament !  '^' 

she  continued,  with  dignity  in  her  voice,  "  and  you 
are  distracting  me  intentionally ;  you  ought  to 

understand  that  this  is  not  a  jest  at  all." 
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**  Do  you  know  what  she  has  written,  Nikolinka?'* 
said  Katenka,  offended  by  the  word  ''  foreigner/' 
"  She  has  written  " — 

"  I  did  not  expect  that  you  would  be  so  n-r^h'c- 
ious,"  said  Liubotchka,  breaking  down  completely, 
and  leaving  us.  *'  She  leads  nic  into  sin,  Lind  on 
purpose,  at  such  a  moment.  1  sh<ill  not  stard  b)^ 
you  in  your  feelings  and  sviferirigs." 



CHAPTER  VI 

CONFESSION 

'\A/'ITH    thxcse    and    other     similar    distracting ^  ̂   thoughts,  I  returned  to  the  boudoir,  when 
all  were  assembled  there,  and  the  priest,  risings 
prepared  to  read  the  prayer  before  confession. 
But  as  soon  as  the  stern,  expressive  voice  of  the 
monk  resounded  amid  the  universal  silence,  and 
especially  when  he  addressed  us  with  the  words, 

"  Confess  all  your  sins  without  skame,  secrecy,  or 
justification,  and  your  soul  shall  he  purified  before 
God  ;  hut  if  ye  conceal  aught,  so  shall  ye  have  greater 
sin,"  the  feeling  of  devout  agitation  which  I  had 
felt  on  the  preceding  morning,  at  the  thought  of  the 
coming  sacrament,  returned  to  me.  I  even  took 
pleasure  in  the  admission  of  this  state,  and  tried  to 
retain  it,  putting  a  stop  to  all  thoughts  which 
occurred  to  m.e,  and  trying  to  fear  something. 

The  first  who  approached  to  confess  was  papa. 
He  remained  for  a  very  long  time  in  grandmamma's 
room,  and  meanw^hile  all  of  us  in  the  boudoir 
remained  silent,  or  discussed  in  whispers  who 
should  go  first.  At  length  the  monk's  voice  WcS 
again  audible  behind  the  door,  as  he  read  a  prayer, 
and  then  papa's  footsteps.  The  door  creaked,  and 
he  emerged,  coughing,  as  was  his  wont,  twitching 
his  shoulders,  and  not  looking  at  any  of  us. 

"  Come,  do  you  go  now,  Liuba,  and  see  that  you 
tell  everything.  You  are  my  great  sinner,"  said 
papa  gaily,  pinching  her  cheek. 

Liubotchka  reddened  and  turned  pale,  pulled 
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her  list  from  her  apron  and  hid  it  again,  and  hanging 
her  head,  and  seeming  to  shorten  her  neck,  as 
though  expecting  a  blow  from  above,  she  passed 
through  the  door.  She  did  not  stay  long,  brt 
Avhen  she  came  out  her  shoulders  were  heaving  with 
sobs. 

Finally,  after  pretty  Katenka,  who  came  out 
smiling,  my  turn  came.  I  entered  the  half- 
lighted  room  with  the  same  dull  terr(^,  and  a  desire 
to  deliberately  augment  that  terror,  in  myself. 
The  priest  stood  before  the  reading-desk,  and 
slowly  turned  his  face  towards  me. 

I  did  not  remain  more  than  five  m.inutes  in 

grandmamma's  room,  and  came  out  happy,  oud, 
according  to  my  convictions  at  the  time,  a  perfectly 
pure,  morally  changed,  and  new  mam.  Although 
all  the  surroundings  of  life  struck  me  unpleasantly, 
the  same  rooms,  the  same  furniture,  the  same 
face  in  myself  (I  should  have  liked  to  change  my 
exterior,  just  as  all  my  interior  had  been  changed, 
as  I  thought),  still,  notwithstanding  thi^,  I  remained 
in  this  refreshing  frame  of  m.ind  until  I  went  to  bed. 

I  had  already  fallen  into  a  doze,  as  I  was  going 
over  in  imagination  all  the  sins  of  which  I  had  been 
purified,  when  all  at  once  I  recalled  one  sham.eful 
sin  which  I  had  kept  back  in  confession.  The 
words  of  the  prayer  preceding  confession  came  back 
to  me,  and  resounded  in  my  ears  without  inter- 

mission. All  my  composure  vanished  in  a  moment. 

"  And  if  ye  conceal  aught,  so  shall  ye  have  greater 
sin,"  I  heard  incessantly.  I  saw  that  I  was  such  a 
terrible  sinner  that  there  was  no  punishment 
adequate  for  me.  Long  did  I  toss  from  side  to  side, 

as  I  reflected  on  my  situation,  and  awaited  God's 
punishment  and  even  sudden  death  from  moment  to 
moment — a  thought  which  threw  me  into  indescrib- 

able terror.  But  suddenly  the  happy  thought 
occurred, to  me,  to  go  or  ride  to  the  priest  at  the 
maonastery  as  soon  as  it  was  light,  and  confess 
again  ;   and  I  became  calm. 



CHAPTER  VII 

THE   TRIP  TO   THE    MONASTERY 

T  WOKE  up  several  times  during  the  night, 
*-  fearing  to  oversleep  niyself  in  the  niorniiig, 
and  at  six  o'clock  I  was  already  on  my  feet.  It  was 
hardly  light  at  the  windows  yet.  I  put  on  my 
clothes  and  my  boots,  \^hich  lay  in  a  heap  and  un- 
brushed  by  the  bed,  for  Nikolai  had  not  succeeded 
in  carrying  them  off  ;  and  without  washing  myself 
or  sajing  my  prayers,  I  v.ent  out  into  the  street 
alone  for  the  first  time  in  my  life. 

From  behind  the  big,  green-roofed  house  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street,  the  red  flush  of  the  full, 
cold  davvU  appeared.  A  n  ther  hard  spring 
morning  frost  bound  the  mud  and  the  rivulets, 
crackled  under  foot,  and  bit  my  face  and  hands. 

There  was  not  a  single  cabman  in  our  lane  as  yet, 
though  I  had  counted  on  one  in  order  that  I  might 
go  and  return  the  more  speedily.  Only  a  few  carts 
were  dragging  slowly  along  the  Arbata,  and  a 
couple  of  working  stone-masons  pass  jd  along  the 
sidewalk  in  conversation.  After  I  had  gone  a 
thousind  paces,  I  began  to  meet  men  and  women 
with  their  baskets  going  to  m.arkct,  or  with  casks 
to  fetch  water.  A  pie-seller  had  come  out  at  the 
corner  ;  one  kalatch-baker's  shop*  was  open,  and 
at  the  Arbatsky  gate  I  came  across  ?.n  old  cabmian 
asleep  on  his  worn,  blue,  patched  drozhky.  It 
must  have  been  in  his  sleep  that  he  asked  me 

*  Kalatch,  a  certain  kind  of  white  roll  or  small  loaf. 
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twenty  kopecks  to  the  monastery  and  back,  but 
then  he  suddenly  recollected  himself ;  rt^d  only 
when  I  was  about  to  take  my  seat,  did  he  lash  his 
horse  with  the  ends  of  the  reins,  and  attempt  to 

drive  off.  '*  I  must  feed  my  horse !  impossible, 
master !  "  he  muttered. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  I  persuaded  him  to  stop 
by  offering  him  forty  kopecks.  He  pulled  up  his 

horse,  looked  me  over  carefully,  and  said,  "  Get  in, 
master."  I  confess  that  I  was  rather  afraid  tliat  he 
would  drive  me  to  some  secluded  lane,  and  rob  me. 

Catching  hold  of  his  tattered  coat-collar,  wher-eupon 
his  wrinkled  neck,  mounted  upon  a  deeply  bowed 
spine,  was  laid  bare  in  a  pitiful  way,  I  climbed  up  to 
the  blue,  undulating,  rocking  seat,  and  we  w^ent 
shaking  down  the  Vosdvizhenka.  On  the  w^ay,  I 
observed  that  the  back  of  the  drozhky  was  lined 
wdlh  bits  of  the  greenish  material  from  w^hich  the 
driver's  coat  w^as  made  ;  and  this  fact  calmied  me, 
for  some  reason,  and  I  w^as  no  longer  afraid  that  the 
izvoshchik  w^ould  carry  me  off  to  an  obscure  alley and  rob  me. 

The  sun  was  already  quite  high,  and  had  gilded 
the  cupolas  of  the  churches  briUiantly,  when  we 
arrived  at  the  monastery.  Frost  still  lingered  i;i 
the  shade  ;  but  along  the  road  flowed  swilt  turtid 
streams,  and  the  horse  splashed  along  through 
liquid  mud.  On  entering  the  enclosure  of  the 
monastery,  I  inquired  of  the  first  person  I  saw, 
where  I  could  find  the  priest. 

"  Yonder  is  his  cell,"  said  the  passing  monk, 
pausing  for  a  momxcnt,  and  pointing  at  a  tiny 
house  with  a  tiny  portico. 

"  I  am  extremely  obliged,"  said  I. 
But  what  could  the  monks,  who  all  stared  at  me 

as  they  came  out  of  the  church  one  by  one,  think 
of  me  ?  I  was  neither  an  adult  nor  a  child  ;  my 
^ace  wa§^ unwashed,  my  hair  uncombed,  my  clothing 
dusty,  my  shoes  uncleaned  and  still  muddy.  To 
w^hat  class  did  the  monks,  who  were  S'lrveyin^  rre. 
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at  s  gn  me  ?  And  they  examined  me  attentively. 
Nevertheless,  I  walked  in  the  direction  indicated 
to  me  by  the  young  monk. 

An  old  man  in  a  black  garment,  with  a  tnick  grey 
beard  mot  me  in  the  narrow  path  which  led  to  the 
cell,  and  asked  what  I  wanted. 

For  a  moment,  I  wanted  to  say,  '*  Nothing,"  nin 
back  to  the  carriage,  and  drive  home  ;  but  the  old 

man's  face  inspired  confidence,  in  spite  of  his contracted  brows.  I  said  that  I  must  see  the 
priest,  and  mentioned  his  name. 

"  Come,  young  sir,  I  will  conduct  you,"  said  he, 
turning  back,  and  apparently  divining  my  situation 
at  once.  "  The  father  is  at  mass  :  he  will  soon  be 

here." 
He  opened  the  door,  and  led  me  through  a  clean 

vestibule  and  ante-room,  over  a  clean  linen  floor* 
covering,  into  the  cell. 

"Wait  here,"  said  he,  with  a  kindly,  soothing 
glance,  and  went  out. 

The  little  room  in  which  I  found  myself  was 
extremely  small,  and  arranged  with  the  greatest 
neatness.  A  little  table  covered  with  oilcloth, 
standing  between  two  French  windows,  and  with 
two  pots  of  geraniums  placed  upon  it,  a  stand 
supporting  the  images,  and  a  lamp  which  swung 
before  them,  one  arm-chair  and  two  common 
chairs,  comprised  the  entire  furniture.  In  the 
corner  hung  a  wall-clock,  its  dial  adorned  with 
painted  flowers,  and  with  its  brass  weights  on  chains 
half  unwound  :  two  cassocks  hung  from  nails  in  the 

partition,  behind  w^hich  was  probably  the  bed,  and 
which  was  joined  to  the  ceiling  by  w^hite-washed 
wooden  poles. 

The  windows  opened  on  a  white  wall  about  two 
arshins  distant.  Between  them  and  the  wall  was 
a  little  bush  of  syringa.  Not  a  sound  from  without 
penetrated  to  the  room,  so  that  the  regular  tick 
of  the  pendulum  seemed  a  loud  noise  in  this  stillness. 
As  soon  as  I  was  alone  in  this  quiet  nook,  all  my 
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former  ideas  and  memories  siddenly  leaped  out  of 
my  head,  as  if  they  had  never  been  there,  and  I 
became  wholly  absorbed  in  an  inexpressibly  agree- 

able reverie.  That  yellow  nankeen  cassock,  with 
its  tattered  lining,  the  worn  black  leather  bindings  of 
the  books  and  their  brass  clasps,  the  dull  green  hue 
of  the  plants,  the  carefully  watered  earth  and  well- 
washed  leaves,  and  the  monotonous,  interrupted 
sound  of  the  pendulum  in  particular,  spoke  to  me 
distinctly  of  a  new  life  hitherto  unkno\^  n  to  me — a 
life  of  solitude,  of  prayer,  of  calm,  quiet  happiness. 

"  Months  pass  by,  years  pass  by,"  I  thought. 
^'  He  is  always  alone,  always  calm  ;  he  always  feels 
that  his  conscience  is  pure  in  the  sight  of  God,  and 

ihat  his  prayers  are  heard  by  Him."  For  half  an 
hour,  I  sat  on  that  chair,  trying  not  to  m.ove,  and 
not  to  breathe  loudly,  in  order  that  I  might  not 
disturb  that  harmony  of  sounds  which  had  been  so 
eloquent  to  me.  And  the  pendulum  ticked  on  as 
before,  loudly  to  the  right,  more  softly  to  the  left. 



CHAPTER  VIII 

A   SECOND   CONFESSION 

HTHE  priest's  footsteps  aroused  me  from  this -*-       reverie. 

*' Welcome,"  said  he,  adjusting  his  grey  hair 
with  his  hand.     ''  What  would  you  like  ?  '' 

I  asked  him  to  bless  me,  and  kissed  his  small 
yellow  hand  with  peculiar  satisfaction. 

When  I  explained  my  petition  to  him,  he  rr ade  no 
reply  to  me,  but  went  to  the  ikon,*  and  began  the confession. 
When  the  confession  was  finished,  I  conquered 

my  shame,  told  him  all  that  was  in  my  soul ;  he 
laid  his  hands  upon  my  head,  and  in  his  quiet, 

melodious  voice,  he  said,  "  My  son,  may  the 
blessing  ,  f  our  heavenly  Father  be  upon  you,  and 
may  he  p  reserve  faith,  peace,  and  gentleness  within 

you  evermore.     Amen.'' 
I  was  perfectly  happy  ;  tears  of  bliss  came  into 

m.y  eyes  ;  I  kissed  the  folds  of  his  lady's-cloth 
cassock,  and  raised  my  head.  The  nionk's  face 
was  quite  calm. 

I  felt  that  I  was  taking  delight  in  the  sensation 
of  emotion  ;  and,  fearing  that  I  might  banish  it  in 
some  way,  I  took  leave  of  the  priest  in  haste,  and 
without  glancing  aside,  in  order  not  to  distract  my 
attention,  quitted  the  enclosure,  and  seated  myself 
again  in  the  motley  and  jolting  drozhky.     But  the 

*  Pictures  of  the  Saints. 
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jolts  of  the  equipage,  the  variety  of  objects  which 
flashed  before  my  eyes,  speedily  dissipated  that 
sensation,  and  I  already  began  to  think  that  the 
priest  was  probably  thinking  by  this  time  that 
such  a  fine  soul  of  a  young  man  as  I,  he  had  never 
met,  and  never  would  meet  in  all  his  life,  and  that 
there  were  no  others  like  me.  I  was  convinced 
of  that,  and  this  conviction  called  forth  in  me  a 
feeling  of  cheerfulness  of  such  a  nature  that  it 
demanded  communication  to  someone. 

I 'wanted  dreadfully  to  talk  to  somebody  ;  but  as there  was  no  one  at  hand  except  the  izvoshchik,  I 
turned  to  him. 

Well,  was  I  gone  long  ?  "  I  asked. 
Not  so  very  long  ;  but  it  was  time  to  feed  the 

horse  long  ago,  becarse  I  am  a  night-cabman, '' 
replied  the  old  izvoshchik,  who  seemed  quite  lively^ 
now  that  the  sun  was  up,  com.pared  with  what  he 
had  been  before. 

"  It  seemed  to  me  that  it  Vv^as  only  a  minute,'" 
said  I.  ''  And  do  you  know  why  I  went  to  the 
monastery  ?  "  I  added,  changirg  my  seat  to  the hollow  which  was  nearer  the  driver. 

"  What  business  is  that  of  mine  ?  I  take  my 
passengers  wherever  they  order  me/'  he  replied. 

"  No,  but  nevertheless  what  do  you  think  ?  "  I 
went  on  with  my  interrogations. 

"  Well,  probably,  someone  is  to  be  buried,  and 
you  went  to  buy  a  place,"  said  he. 

"  No,  brother  ;  but  do  you  know  why  I  went  ?  '* 
"  I  cant  know,  master,"  he  repeated. 
The  izvoshchik's  voice  seemed  to  me  so  kind,  that 

I  determined  to  relate  to  him  the  cause  of  my 
journey,  and  even  the  feeling  which  I  had  exper- 

ienced, for  his  edification. 

"  I   will  tell   you,   if   you   like.    You   see " — 
And  I  told  him  everything,  and  described  all  my 

beautiful  sentiments.  I  blush  even  now  at  tt«& 
memory  of  it.  . 
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**  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  izvoshchik  incredulously. And  for  a  long  time  after  that,  he  sat  sil-nt  and 
motionless,  only  now  and  then  adjusting  the  tail 
of  his  coat,  that  escaped  from  beneath  his  motley 
feet  which  jogged  up  and  down  in  their  big  boots 
on  the  footboard.  I  was  already  fancying  that  he 
was  thinking  about  me  in  the  same  way  as  the 
priest — that  is,  as  such  a  very  fme  young  m.an, 
whose  like  did  not  exist  in  the  world  ;^  but  he' suddenly  turned  to  m.e. 

"  Well,  master,  your  business  is  such  as  concerns 
a  nobleman." 

''  What  ?  "  I  inquired. 
"  Your  business  is  a  matter  for  a  noblerian."    • 
"  No,  he  has  not  understood  me,"  I  thought,  but I  said  nothing  more  to  him  until  we  reached  home. 
Although  the  feehng  of  agitation  and  devotion 

did  not  last  the  whole  way,  self-satisfaction  in 
having  experienced  it  did,  in  spite  of  the  people 
who  dotted  the  streets  everywhere  with  colour  in  the 
brilliant  sunlight  ;  but  as  soon  as  I  reached  home, 
this  feeling  entirely  disappeared.  I  did  not  have 
my  two  twenty-kopeck  pieces  to  pay  the  driver. 
Gavrilo,  the  butler,  to  whom  I  was  already  indebted, 
would  not  lend  me  any  more.  The  izvoshchik, 
after  seeing  me  run  through  the  court -yard  twice 
to  get  tl:-^  money,  must  have  guessed  whj^  I  was  run 
ning,  climbed  dov/n  from  his  drozhky,  and,  although 
he  had  seemed  to  me  so  kind,  began  to  talk  loudly, 
with  an  evident  desire  to  wound  me,  about  swindlers 
who  would  not  pay  for  their  rides. 

Everyone  was  still  asleep  in  the  house,  so  there 
was  no  one  of  whom  I  could  borrov/  the  forty 
kopecks  except  the  servants.  Finally  Vasili,  under 
my  sacred,  most  sacred  word  of  honour,  which  (I 
could  see  it  by  his  face)  he  did  not  put  the  slightest 
faifh  in,  but  because  he  loved  me  and  remembered 
the  service  which  I  had  rendered  him,  paid  the 
izvoshchik  for  me.      WTien   I  went  to  dress  for 
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church,  in  order  that  I  might  receive  tl  e  conr- 
munion  with  the  rest,  and  it  turned  out  that  my 
clothes  had  not  been  mended  and  I  could  not  put 
them  on,  I  sinned  to  an  incalculable  extent.  Having 
donned  another  suit/ 1  went  to  the  commiunion  in  a 
strange  state  of  agitation  of  mind,  and  with  utter 
disbelief  in  my  very  fine  proclivities. 



CHAPTER  IX 

HOW    I    PREPARE    FOR   EXAMINATION 

ON  the  Friday  after  Easter,  papa,  my  sister, 
Mimi,  and  Katenka  went  to  the  country  ; 

so  that  in  all  grandmamma's  great  house  there 
remained  only  Volodya,  myself,  and  St.  Jer6me. 
The  frame  of  mind  in  which  I  had  found  myself 
on  the  day  of  confession,  and  when  I  went  to  the 
monastery,  had  completely  disappeared,  and  had 
left  behind  only  a  troubled  though  agreeable 
memory,  which  was  more  and  more  dulled  by  the 
new  impressions  of  a  free  life. 

The  blank  book  with  the  heading,  "  Rules  of 
Life,"  had  also  been  hidden  under  roughly  written 
note-books  of  my  studies.  Although  the  idea  of 
the  possibility  of  estabhshing  rules  for  all  the 
contingencies  of  life,  and  of  guiding  myself  always 
by  them,  pleased  me,  and  seem^ed  very  simple  and  at 
the  same  time  very  grand,  and  I  intended  all  the 
same  to  apply  it  to  life,  I  seemed  to  have  again 
forgotten  that  it  was  necessary  to  do  this  at  once, 
and  I  kept  putting  it  off  to  some  indefinite  time. 
But  one  fact  delighted  me  ;  and  that  was,  that 
every  thought  which  occurred  to  me  now  ranged 
itself  immediately  under  one  or  other  oj  the  classifica  • 
tions  of  my  rules  and  duties — either  under  the  head 
of  duty  to  my  neighbour,  to  myself,  or  to  God. 

*'Now  I  will  set  it  down  there,"  I  said  to  myself, 
"  and  many,  many  other  thoughts  which  will  occur 
to  me  then  on  this  subject."  I  often  ask  myself 
now  :  When  was  I  better  and  more  correct — then, 
when  I  believed  in  the  omnipotency  of  the  human 
B  33 
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intellect,  or  now  that  I  have  lost  faith  in  the  power 
of  development,  and  doubt  the  power  and  signific- 

ance of  the  human  mind  ?  And  I  cannot  give 
myself  any  positive  answer. 

The  consciousness  of  freedom,  and  that  spring 
feeling  of  expecting  something,  ̂ ^hich  I  have 
already  mentioned,  agitated  me  to  such  a  degree 
that  I  positively  could  not  control  myself,  and  I  w^s 
very  badly  prepared  for  my  examination.  Suppose 
you  are  busy  in  the  schoolroom  in  the  morning,  and 
know  that  it  is  necessary  to  work,  because  to- 

morrow there  is  to  be  an  examination  on  a  subject, 
two  whole  questions  on  which  you  have  not  read 
up  at  all,  when,  all  of  a  sudden,  a  spring  petfumic 
wafts  in  at  the  window  :  it  seems  as  though  it  were 
indispensably  necessary  to  recall  something  ;  your 
hands  drop  of  themselves,  your  feet  begin  to  mc  v^ 
of  their  own  will,  and  to  pace  back  and  forth,  ard 
some  spring  seems  to  be  pressed  in  your  head  whi(  h 
sets  the  M^hole  machine  in  motion  ;  and  it  is  so 
light  and  natural  in  your  mind,  and  divers  meny 
motley  reveries  begin  to  run  through  it,  and  you  can 
sing  over  your  book,  and  concentrating  ycur 
attention,  after  a  fashion,  on  what  you  are  reading, 

and  suddenly  you  hear  the  sound  of  a  woman's footsteps  and  dress  in  the  corridor  which  sends  all 
serious  thoughts  out  of  your  head,  and  there  is  no 
possibility  of  sitting  still  in  one  place,  although 
you  know  very  well  that  nobody  can  be  pass- 

ing through  that  corridor  except  Gasc*ha,  grand- 
mother's old  maid-servant.  ''  Well,  but  if  it 

should  be  beginning  now,  and  I  let  the  oppor- 

tunity slip*?  "  And  you  bound  out  into  the corridor,  and  see  that  it  is  actually  Gascha  ;  but 
you  do  not  recover  control  of  your  head  for  a  long 
time.  The  spring  has  been  pressed,  and  again  a 
frightful  disorder  has  ensued.  Or,  you  are  sitting  in 
the  evening,  with  a  tallow  candle,  in  your  room  ; 
and  all  at  once  you  tear  yourself  from  your  book 
for  a  moment  in  order  to  snuff  the  candle  or  io 
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place  a  chair,  and  you  see  that  it  is  dark  everj^here, 
at  the  doors  and  in  the  crrners,  and  you  hear  how 
quiet  it  is  all  over  the  house  ;  and  again  it  is 
impossible  not  to  stop  and  listen  to  that  silence,  and 
not  to  stare  at  that,  obscurity  of  the  door  which 
open  into  a  dark  chamber,  and  not  to  remain  for  a 
long,  long  time  immovable  in  the  same  attitude,  or 
not  to  go  downstairs,  or  pass  through  all  the 
empty  rooms.  Often,  too,  I  have  sat  unpeirceived 
for  a  long  time  in  the  hall,  listening  to  the  sound 

of  the  "Nightingale,"  which  Gascha  was  playing 
with  one  finger  on  the  piano,  as  she  sat  alone  with 
one  tallow  candle  in  the  great  apartment.  And 
when  there  was  moonlight  I  could  not  resist  rising 
from  my  bed,  and  lying  on  the  window  towards  the 

5'ard,  and  gazing  at  the  illuminated  roof  of  the 
chapel  of  the  house,  and  the  graceful  bell-tower 
of  our  parish  church,  and  at  the  night  shadows  of 
the  hedge  and  bushes  as  they  lay  upon  the  garden 
paths  ;  and  I  could  not  help  sitting  there  so  long, 
that  I  was  only  able  to  rouse  myself  with  difficulty 

at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
So  that,  had  it  not  been  for  the  masters  who 

continued  to  come  to  me,  St.  Jerome,  who  now  and 
then  unwillingly  tickled  my  vanity,  and  most  of  all 
the  desire  to  show  myself  a  capable  young  fellow  in 
the  eyes  of  my  friend  Nekhliudoff ,  that  is,  by  passing 
an  excellent  examination,  which  in  his  opinion  was 
a  matter  of  great  importance — if  it  had  not  been 
for  this,  the  spring  and  liberty  would  have  had  the 
effect  of  making  me  forget  everything  I  had  known 
before,  and  I  should  not  hav^  been  able  to  pass  the 
examination  on  any  terms. 

^■ji: 



CHAPTER  X 

THE   EXAMINATION    IN   HISTORY 

/^N  the  i6th  of  April  I  went  to  the  great  hall 
^^  of  the  university  for  the  first  time,  under 
the  protection  of  St.  Jerome.  We  drove  there  in 
our  rather  dandified  phaeton.  I  was  in  a  dress- 
coat  for  the  first  time  in  my  life ;  and  all  my 
clothing,  even  my  linen  and  stockings,  was  perfectly 
new,  and  of  the  very  best.  When  the  Swiss  pulled 
off  my  overcoat,  and  I  stood  before  him  in  all  the 
beauty  of  my  costume,  I  was  rather  £  shamed  of 
being  so  dazzling  ;  but  I  had  no  sooner  stepped  into 
the  bright  hall,  with  its  polished  floor,  which  was 
filled  with  people,  and  beheld  hundreds  of  young 
men  in  gymnasium  uniforms  and  dress-coats,  several 
of  whom  glanced  at  me  with  indifference,  and  the 
dignified  professors  at  the  farther  end,  walking 
freely  about  the  tables,  and  sitting  in  large  arm- 

chairs, than  I  was  instantlj^  disenchanted  in  my 
hope  of  turning  the  general  attention  upon  myself, 
and  the  expression  of  my  countenance,  which  at 
home  and  even  in  the  ante-room  had  indicated  that  I 
possessed  that  noble  and  distinguished  appearance 
against  my  will,  changed  into  an  expression  of  the 
most  excessive  timidity,  and  to  some  extent  of 
depression.  I  even  fell  into  the  other  extreme,  and 
rejoiced  greatly  when  I  beheld  at  the  nearest  desk 
an  excessively  ugly,  dirtily  dressed  gentleman,  not 
yet  old  but  almost  entirely  grey,  who  sat  on  the  last 

36 
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bench,  at  a  distance  from  all  the  rest.  I  immediate  ly 
seated  myself  beside  him,  and  began  to  observe  the 
candidates  for  examination,  and  to  draw  Tr)y 
conclusions  about  them.  Many  and  varied  were 
the  figures  and  faces  there  ;  but  all,  according  to 
my  opinion  at  the  time,  were  easily  divisible  into 
three  classes. 

There  were  those  who,  like  myself,  presented 
themselves  for  examination,  accompanied  by  their 
tutors  or  parents  ;  and  among  their  number  was 
the  youngest  I  via  with  the  well-known  Frost,  and 
Ilinka  Grap  with  his  aged  father.  All  such  had 
downy  chins,  prominent  linen,  and  sat  quietly  with- 

out opening  the  books  and  blank-books  which  they 
had  brought  with  them,  and  regarded  the  professors 
and  the  examination  tables  with  evident  timidity. 
The  second  class  of  candidates  were  the  young  men 
in  the  gymnasium  uniforms,  many  of  whom  had 
already  shaved.  Most  of  these  knew  each  other, 
talked  loudly,  mentioned  the  professors  by  their 
names  and  patronymics,  were  already  preparing 
questions,  passing  their  note-books  to  each  other, 
walldng  over  the  stools  in  the  anteroom  and 
bringing  in  patties  and  slices  of  bread-and-butter, 
which  they  immediately  devoured,  merely  bendirg 
their  heads  to  a  level  with  the  desks.  And  lastly, 
there  was  a  third  class  of  candidates,  very  few  in 
number,  however,  who  were  quite  old,  were  attired 
in  dress-coats,  though  the  majority  wore  surtouts, 
and  were  v.'ithout  any  visible  linen.  The  one  v/ho 
consoled  me  by  being  certainly  dressed  worse  than  I 
was  belonged  to  this  last  class.  He  leaned  his 
head  on  both  hands,  and  between  his  fingers 
escaped  dishevelled  locks  of  half-grey  hair  ;  he  was 
reading  a  book,  and  merely  glanced  at  me  for  a 
moment  with  his  brilliant  eyes  in  anything  but  a 
good-natured  way,  scowled  darkly,  and  thrust  out  a 
shining  elbow  in  my  direction,  so  that  I  might  not 
move  any  nearer  to  him.  The  gymnasium  men, 
on  the  other  hand,  were  too  familiar,  and  I  was  a 
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little  afraid  of  them.  One  said,  as  he  thrust  a  book 

into  my  hand,  "  Give  this  to  that  man  yonder  ;  '* 
another  said,  as  he  passed  me,  "  Go  ahead,  bat  ir sch* 
ka  ;  "  a  third,  as  he  climbed  over  the  desk,  leaned 
on  my  shoulder  as  though  it  had  been  the  bench. 
All  this  was  coarse  and  disagreeable  to  me.  I 
considered  myself  much  better  than  these  fellows 
from  the  gymnasium,  and  thought  they  had  no 
business  to  permit  themselves  such  liberties  with 
me.  At  last  they  began  to  call  the  family  names  ; 
i  he  gymnasium  fellows  stepped  out  boldly,  answered 
v/ell  for  the  most  part,  and  returned  cheerfully. 
Our  set  were  much  more  timid,  and  answered 
v/orse,  it  appeared.  Some  of  the  elder  men 
answered  excellently,  others  very  badly  indeed. 
When  Semenoff  was  called,  my  neighbour  with  the 
hair  and  glittering  eyes  stepped  over  my  feet  with  a 
rude  push,  and  wei;t  up  to  the  table.  On  returning 
to  his  place,  he  took  up  his  note-books,  and  quietly 
went  away  without  finding  out  how  he  had  been 
rated.  I  had  already  shuddered  several  times  at 
the  sound  of  the  voice  which  called  the  family 
names,  but  my  turn  had  not  yet  come,  according  to 
the  alphabetical  list,  although  some  whose  names 

began  with  K  had  already  been  called  up.  "  Ikonin 
and  Teneff,"  shouted  someone  in  the  professors'' 
corner  all  of  a  sudden.  A  shiver  ran  through  my 
back  and  my  hair. 

"  Who  is  called  ?  \\'Tio  is  Barteneff  ?  "  they 
began  to  sa}/  around  me. 

"  Go,    Ikonin,    you   are    called  :     but    who   is 
Barteneff,  Mordeneff  ?     I  do  not  know,  I  confess, "^ 
said  a  tall,  ruddy  gymnasist  as  he  stood  before  me. 

^'  It  is  you,"  said  St.  Jerdmic. 
"  My  name  is  Irteneff,''  said  I  to  the  red-faced 

gymnasist.     "  Did  they  call  for  Irtenefi  ?  " 
"  Yes  ;  why  don't  you  go  ?  What  a  fop  !  "  he 

added,  not  loudly,  but  so  that  I  heard  his  words  as  I 
left  the  bench.  In  front  of  me  walked  Ikonin,  a  tall 
young  man  of  five  and  twenty,  who  belonged  to  the 
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third  class  of  old  candidates.  He  wore  a  tiplit 
olive  coat,  a  blue  satin  neckercliief,  upon  which 
behind  hung  his  long,  light  hair,  dressed  a  la 
muzhik.*  I  had  already  remarked  his  personal 
;  })pearance  on  the  seats.  He  was  rather  good- 
Jooking  and  exxitable. 

What  e3peci:dly  struck  me  in  him  was  the  queer 
reddish  hair  which  he  had  allowed  to  grow  on  his 
throat  ;  and,  still  more,  a  strange  custom  which  he 
had  of  incessantly  unbuttoning  his  waistcoat,  and 
scratching  his  breast  under  his  shirt. 

Three  professors  were  seated  at  the  table  which 
Ikonin  and  I  were  approaching  :   not  one  of  them 
returned   our   salute.     The   young   profes-sor   was 
sliuffling  tickets  like  a  pack  of  cards  ;   the  second 
professor,  with  a  star  on  his  coat,  was  staring  at  the 
gymnasist  v.ho  was  saying  something  very  rapidly 

about  Charlemagne,  adding  "  at  length  .'  to  everj' word  ;    and  the  third,  an  old  man,  looked  at  us 
through  his  spectacles,  and  pointed  to  the  tickets. 
I  felt  that  his  gaze  was  directed  upon  Ikonin  and 
ir.e  jointly,  and  that  something  in  our  appearance 

displeased    him     (possibly    Ikonin's    red    beard) 
because  as  he  looked  at  us  again  in  the  same  way  he 
made  an  impatient  sign  with  his  head  to  us  that  we 
should  take  our  tickets  as  quickly  as  possible.     I 
folt  vexed  and  insulted,  in  the  first  place,  because 
no  one  had  returned  our  greeting,  and,  in  the  second, 
bix:ause  they  were   evidently  including  me  and 
ikonin  in  one  classification,  that  of  candidates  fov 
examination,  and  were  already  prejudiced  against 

me    because  of  Ikonin's  red  whiskers.     I  took  m.y 
ticket  without  timidity,  and  prepared  to  answer, 
but  the  professor  directed  his  gaze  at    Ikonin. 
I  read  my  ticket  through  ;    I  knew  it,  and,  while 
calmlj^  awaiting  my  turn,  I  observed  what  was 
going  on  before  me.     Ikonin  was  not  in  the  least 
cmba.rrassed,  and  was  even  too  bold,  for  he  moved 
sideways  to  take  his  ticket,  shook  backhis  hair,  and 

♦Peasant :    cut  square  all  round. 
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read  what  was  printed  on  it  in  a  dashing  way.  He 
was  on  the  point  of  opening  his  mouth  to  reply,  I 
tliought,  w^hen  the  professor  with  the  star,  having 
dismissed  the  gymnasist  with  praise,  glanced  at  him. 
Ijconin  seemed  to  recollect  himself,  and  paused^ 
Ti\e  general  silence  lasted  for  a  couple  of  minutes. 

"  Well,"  said  the  professor  in  spectacles. 
Ikonin  opened  his  mouth,  and  again  remained 

silent. 

"  Come,  you  are  not  the  only  one  ;  will  yoii 
answer  or  not  ?  "  said  the  young  professor,  but Ikonin  did  not  even  look  at  him.  He  stared 
intently  at  the  ticket,  and  did  not  utter  a  single 
Vv^ord.  The  professor  in  spectacles  looked  at  him- 
through  his  glasses,  and  over  his  glasses,  ai  d  without 
his  glasses,  because  by  this  time  he  had  mancgcd  ta 
remove  them,  wipe  them  carefully,  and  put  thrm  on 
again.  Ikonin  never  uttered  a  word.  Suddenly  a 
smile  daw^ned  upon  his  face,  he  shook  back  his  hair,, 
again  turned  full  broadside  to  the  table,  looked 
at  all  the  professors  in  turn,  then  at  me,  turned,  and 
flourishing  his  hands  walked  jauntily  back  to  his 
bench.    The  professors  exchanged  glances. 

"  A  fine  bird  !  "*  said  the  young  professor  :  "  he 
studies  at  his  own  expense." 

I  stepped  nearer  to  the  table,  but  the  professors 
continued  to  talk  almost  in  a  whisper  among  them- 

selves, as  though  none  of  them  even  suspected  my 
existence.  Then  I  w^as  firmly  convinced  that  all 
three  profe^^sors  were  very  much  occupied  \vith  the 
question  as  to  whether  I  would  stand  the  examina- 

tion, and  whether  I  would  come  out  of  it  well ;  but 
that  they  were  only  pretending,  for  the  sake  of  their 
dignity,  that  it  was  a  matter  of  utter  indifference 
to  them,  and  that  they  did  not  perceive  me. 

When   the  professor   in   spectacles  turned   in- 
different y   to    me,    inviting    me    to    answer   the 

questions,  I  looked  him  full  in  the  eye,  and  was 
rather  ashame  \  for  him  that  he  should  so  disscm^ble 

*Goliihtcliik.  little  dpve. 
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before  me,  and  I  hesitated  somewhat  in  beginning 
my  answer ;  but  afterwards  it  became  easier  and 
-easier,  and  as  the  question  was  from  Russian 
history  which  I  knew  very  well,  I  finished  in 
brilliant  style,  and  even  gained  confidence  to  such 
an  extent  that,  desirirg  to  make  the  professors 
ieel  that  I  was  not  Ikonin,  and  that  it  was  impossible 
to  confound  me  with  him,  I  proposed  to  take  his 
ticket  also  ;  but  the  professor  shook  his.head,  and 

said,  '*  Very  good,  sir,"  and  noted  down  something 
in  his  journal.  When  I  returned  to  the  benches, 
I  immediately  learned  from  the  gymnasists,  who 
know  everything,  Gcd  knc\vs  how,  that  I  had 
received  five  points. 
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THE   EXAMINATION    IN    MATHEMATICS 

T  N  the  succeeding  examinations  I  had  many  ncv.- 
^  acquaintances  besides  Grap — whom  I  deemed 
unworthy  of  my  acquaintance,  and  Ivin,  who  was- 
afraid  of  me  for  some  reason.  Several  alread\^ 
exhanged  greetings  with  me.  Ikonin  was  even 
rejoiced  when  he  saw  me,  and  confided  to  m.e  that  he 
should  be  re-examined  in  history,  that  the  history 
professor  had  had  a  spite  against  him  since  the  last 
examination,  when  he  had  thrown  him  into  con- 

fusion. Semenoff,  w^ho  had  to  be  examined  in  the. 
mathematical  course  like  myself,  was  sh\^  of  every- 

one until  the  end  of  the  examination.  He  sat 
silent  and  alone,  leaning  on  his  elbows,  with  his 
handsvthrust  into  his  grey  hair,  and  passed  his^ 
examination  in  excellent  style.  He  v/as  second,  a 
student  from  the  first  gymnasium  being  first.  The 
latter  was  a  tall,  thin,  extremxcly  pale,  dark- 
complexioned  man,  with  a  neck  wTapped  in  a  black 
neck-cloth,  and  a  forehead  covered  with  pim>ples. 
His  hands  were  thin  and  red,  with  remarkably  long 
fingers,  and  nails  so  bitten  that  the  ends  of  his 
fingers  seemed  to  be  wound  with  thread.  All 
this  seemed  very  beautiful  to  me,  and  just  as  it 
should  be  in  the  case  of  the  first  gymnasist.  He 
spoke  to  everybody  exactly  like  anybody  else,  and  I 
even  made  his  acquaintance  ;  but  it  seemed  to  m.e 
that  there  was  som.etliing  unusually  magveiic  in  his^ 
walk,  the  movements  of  his  lips,  and  in  his  black 
eyes. 

42 
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In  the  mathematical  cxaminatijn,  I  was  called 
up  Ciriier  than  usuai.  I  knew  the  subject  pretty 
well ;  but  there  were  two  questions  in  algebra  which 
I  had  contrived  in  some  way  to  hide  from  my 
teacher,  and  which  I  knewabsolutely  nothi^^i^  a  bout. 
Tiiey  were,  as  I  now  recall  the.n,  the  theory  of 
combinations,  and  .Newton's  binomial  thcon  m.  I 
soL.ted  myself  at  the  desk  in  the  rear,  and  looked 
over  the  two  unfamiliar  questions  ;  but  the  fact 
that  I  was  not  accustomed  to  work  in  a  noisy  roo  i  n , 
and  the  lack  of  time,  which  I  foresaw,  prevented  my 
understanding  what  I  read. 

^ ''  Here  he  is  ;  come  here,  Nekhliudoff,"  sai  1 Yolodya's  familiar  voice  behind  me. 
I  turned,  and  saw  mytbrother  and  Dmitri,  who 

were  making  their  waj^  tovvards  me  between  the 
benches,  with  coats  unbutoncd  and  hands  flourish- 

ing. It  was  immediately  apparent  that  they  were 
students  in  their  second  year,  w  ho  were  as  much  at 
their  ease  in  the  university  as  in  their  own  homes. 
Their  unbuttoned  coats  and  easy-going  manners 
seemed  to  express  disdain  for  us  new-comers,  and 
inspired  us  with  envv  and  respect.  It  pleased  me 
very  much  to  let  all  around  me  see  that  I  was 
acquainted  with  tv/o  students  in  their  second  vcar, 
and  I  rose  hastily  to  meet  them. 

Volodya  could  not  even  refrain  from  expressing 
his  superiority. 

''  O  you  poor  wretch  !"  said  he  ;  ''  hovr  goes  it  ? 
Have  5'ou  been  examined  vet  ?  '' •'  No." 

"  What  arc  you  reading  .''    Aren't  you  prepared  ? " 
''  Yes  ;  but  not  quite  on  two  questions.  I  don't 

understand  them." 
•^What!  this  one  here?"  snid  Volodya,  and 

bggan  to  explain  to  me  Nev/ton's  binomial  theorem, 
but  so  rapidly  and  in  such  a  confused  n'larmer,  that[ reading  disbehef  in  his  knowledge  in  my  eyes,  he 
glanced  at  Dmitri,  and  prob  Joly  reading  llie  same 
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in  his,  lie  turned  red,  but  went  on,  nevertheless,  to 
siy  something  which  I  did  not  understand. 

''  No,  Volodya,  stop  ;  let  me  go  through  it  with 
him ;  perhaps  we  shall  succeed,"  said  Dmitri, 
glancing  at  the  professors'  corner ;  and  he  seated himself  beside  me. 

I  immediately  perceived  that  n\y  friend  was  in 
that  gentle,  complacent  m.ood  which  always  came 
upon  him  when  he  was  satisfied  with  himself,  and 
which  I  specially  liked  in  him.  As  he  understood 
mathematics  well  and  spoke  clearly,  he  went  over 
the  subject  so  splendidty  with  me,  that  I  remember 
it  to  this  day.  But  scarcely  had  he  finished,  when 

St.  Jerome  siid  in  a  loud  whisper,  "  It's  your  turn, 
Nicholas,"  and  I  followed  Ikonin  from  behind  the 
desk,  without  having  succeeded. in  looking  over  the 
other  unfamiliar  question.  I  approached  the  table 
where  the  two  professors  sat,  and  a  gymnasist  vas 
standing  before  the  blackboard.  The  gymnasist 
had  boldly  resolved  some  formula,  breaking  his 
chalk  with  a  tap  on  the  hoard,  and  still  went  on 
writing,  although  the  professor  had  already  said, 

"  Enough  !  "  and  ordered  us  to  take  our  tickets. 
"  Now,  what  if  I  get  that  theory  of  the  combination 
of  numbers  ?  "  thought  I,  picking  out  my  ticket 
with  trembling  fingers  from  the  soft  pile  of  cut 
paper.  Ikonin  took /the  topmost  ticket,  without 
making  any  choice,  with  the  same  bold  gesture 
and  sideway  lunge  of  his  whole  body  as  in  the 
preceding  examination. 

"  I  always  have  such  devilish  luck  !  "hem.uttered I  looked  at  mine. 
Oh,  horror  !     It  vvas  the  theory  of  combinations, 

"  What  have  you  got  ?  "  asked  Ikonin. I  showed  him. 

"  I  know  that/'  said  he. 
"  Will  you  change  ?  " 
*'No,  it's  no  matter;  I  feel  that  I'm  not  in 

condition,"  Ikonin  barely  contrived  to  whisper^ 
when  the  professor  s_im.moned  us  to  the  board. 
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"  Well,  all's  lost  !  "  I  thought.  "  Instead  of  the 
brilliant  examination  which  I  dreamed  of  passing, 
I  shall  cover  myself  with  eternal  disgrace,  even 
worse  than  Ikonin."  But  all  at  once  Ikonin 
turned  to  me,  right  before  the  professor's  eyes, 
snatched  the  card  from  my  hand,  and  gave  me  his. 

I  glanced  at  his  card.  It  was  Newton's  binomial theorem. 
The  professor  was  not  an  old  man  ;  and  he  had  a 

pleasant,  sensible  expression,  to  which  the'extremely 
prominent  lower  part  of  his  forehead  particularly 
contributed. 

"  What  is  this,  gentlemen  ?  j'ou  have  exchanged 
cards  ?  " 

''  No,  he  gave  me  his  to  look  at,  professor,"  said 
Ikonin,  inventing — and  again  the  word  professor 
was  the  last  one  he  uttered  in  that  place  ;  and 
again,  as  he  retired  past  me,  he  glanced  at  the 
professors,  at  me,  smiled,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders 

— with  an  expression  as  much  as  to  say,  "  No 
matter,  brother  !  "  (I  afterwards  learned  that  this 
was  the  third  year  that  Ikonin  had  presented  him- 

self for  the  entrance  examination.) 
I  answered  the  question  which  I  had  just  gone 

over,  excellently — even  better,  as  the  professor 
told  me,  than  would  have  been  required — and 
received  mark  5. 



CHAPTER  XII 

THE   LATIN   EXAMINATION 

A  LL  went  on  finely  until  the  Latin  examination. 

-^~*-  The  gymnasist  with  his  neck  bound  up  was first,  Semenoff  second,  I  was  the  third.  I  eyon 
began  to  feel  proud,  and  to  think  that,  in  spite  of 
my  youth,  I  was  not  to  be  taken  in  jest. 

From  the  very  first  examination,  everybody  had 
been  talking  with  terror  of  the  Latin  prof essor,  who 
was  represented  as  a  kind  of  wild  beast  who  took 
severe  delight  in  plucking  young  men  (especially 
such  as  had  been  taught  by  private  masters) ,  and  as 
speaking  only  in  the  Latin  or  Greek  tongue. 
St.  Jerome,  who  was  my  instructor  in  the  Latin 
language,  encouraged  me  ;  and  it  really  seemed  to 
me,  that  since  I  could  translate  from  Cicero  and 
several  odes  of  Horace  without  a  lexicon,  and  since 
I  knew  Zumpt  very  well  indeed,  I  was  no  worse 
prepared  than  the  rest.  But  it  turned  out  other- 

wise. All  the  morning  there  was  nothing  to  be 
heard  but  tales  of  the  failures  of  those  who  pre- 

ceded me  ;  this  one  had  a  duck's  egg  ;  another  a 
single  mark ;  and  still  another  had  been  scolded 
terribly,  and  had  been  on  the  point  of  getting 
turned  out,  and  so  forth.  Semenoff  and  the  first 
gymnasist  alone  went  up  and  returned  with  as  much 
composure  as  usual,  having  each  received  mark  5, 
I  already  had  a  presentiment  of  disaster,  when  I  was 
called  up  with  Ikonin  to  the  little  table,  facing 
which  the  terrible  professor  sat  quite  alone.    The 
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terrible  professor  was  a  small,  thin,  yellow  rrrn, 
with  long  oily  hair  and  a  v^ery  thoughtful  counten- 
ance. 

He  gave  Ikonin  a  volume  of  Cicero's  Orations, and  made  him  translate. 

To  my  great  amazement,  Ikonin  not  only  rci^d, 
but  even  translated  several  lines,  with  the  aid  of  the 
professor,  who  prompted  him.  Conscious  of  my 
superiority  over  such  a  feeble  rival,  I  could  not 

refrain  from  smiling,  and  from  doing  so  in' a  rather scornful  way  too,  when  the  question  of  analysis 
came  up,  and  Ikonin,  as  before,  sank  into  stubborn 
silence.  I  meant  to  conciliate  the  professor  by  that 
intelligent,  slightly  ironical  smile  ;  but  it  turned 
out  the  other  way. 

"  You  evidently  know  better,  since  you  smile/' 
said  the  professor  to  me  in  bad  Russian.  "  Let  us 
see.     Come  now,  answer  it." 

I  learned  afterwards  that^the  Latin  professor  was 
Ikonin 's  protector,  and  that  Ikonin  even  lived  with 
him.  I  immediately  replied  to  the  question  in 
syntax  which  had  been  propounded  to  Ikonin  ;  but 
the  professor  put  on  a  sad  expression,  and  turned 
away  from  me. 

"  Very  good,  sir  ;  your  turn  will  come  ;  we  shall 
see  hovf  much  you  know,"  said  he,  not  looking  at 
me,  and  he  began  to  explain  to  Ikonin  what  he  had 
questioned  him  on. 

"  Go,"  said  he  ;  and  I  saw  him  set  down  four  for 
Ikonin  in  the  register.  "  Well,"  thought  I,  "  he 
is  not  nearly  as  stern  as  they  said."  After  Ikonin's 
departure — for  at  least  five  minutes,  which  seemed 
to  me  five  hours — ^he  arranged  his  books  and  cards, 
blew  his  nose,  adjusted  his  arm-chair,  threw  himself 
back  in  it,  and  looked  round  the  room,  and  on  all 
sides  except  in  my  direction.  But  all  this  dis- 

simulation seemed  to  him  insufficient.  He  opened 
a  book,  and  pretended  to  read  it,  as  though  I  were 
not  there.     I  stepped  up  nearer,  and  coughed. 

"  Ah,  yes  !    Are  you  still  there  ?     Well,  trans- 
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late  something,"  said  he,  handing  me  a  book. 
*'  But  no  ;  better  take  this  one."  He  turned  over 
the  leaves  of  a  copy  of  Horace,  and  opened  it  at  a 
passage  which  it  seemed  to  me  nobody  ever  could 
have  translated. 

'*  I  have  not  prepared  this,"  said  I. 
"  And  you  want  to  recite  what  you  have  learned 

by  heart  ?     No,  indeed  !    No  ;   translate  this." 
I  managed  to  get  the  sense  of  it  after  a  fashion  ; 

but  the  professor  only  shook  his  head  at  each  of  my 

inquiring  glances,  and  merely  answered  '*  No," with  a  sigh.  At  last,  he  closed  his  book  with  such 
nervous  quickness  that  he  pinched  his  own  finger 
between  the  leaves.  He  jerked  it  out  angrily,  gave 
me  a  grammar  ticket ;  and,  flinging  himself  back 
in  his  chair,  he  continued  to  preserve  the  most 
malicious  silence.  I  was  on  the  point  of  answering  ; 
but  the  expression  of  his  countenance  fettered  my 
tongue,  and  everything  which  I  said  appeared  to 
nie  to  be  wrong. 

''That's  not  it  !  that's  not  it  !  that's  not  it  at 
all !  "  he  suddenly  broke  out  with  his  horrible 
pronunciation  as  he  briskly  changed  his  attitude, 
leaned  his  elbow  on  the  table,  and  plaj^ed  with  the 
gold  ring  which  clung  loosely  to  a  thin  finger  of  his 

left  hand.  "  It's  impossible,  sir,  to  prepare 
for  the  higher  educational  institutions  in'  this manner.  All  you  want  is  to  wear  the  uniform, 
v/ith  its  blue  collar  ;  you  brag  of  being  first,  and 
think  that  you  can  be  students.  No,  gentlemen  ; 
you  must  be  thoroughly  grounded  in  your  sub- 

jects ;  "  and  so  forth. 
During  the  whole  of  this  speech,  which  was 

uttered  in  broken  language,  I  gazed  with  keen 
attention  at  his  eyes,  which  were  fixed  on  the  floor. 
At  first,  the  disenchantment  of  not  being  third 
tortured  mie  ;  then  the  fear  of  not  getting  through 
my  examination  at  all;  and,  finally,  a  sense  of 
injustice  was  added,  of  wounded  vanity  and  un- 
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merited  humiliation.  Besides  this,  contempt  for  the 
profe^or  because  he  was  not,  in  my  opinion,  a  man 
comme  il  jaut — which  I  discerned  by  looking  at  his 
short,  strong,  round  nails — influenced  me  still 
more,  and  rendered  all  these  feelings  poisonous. 
He  glanced  at  me  ;  and,  perceiving  my  quivering 
lips  and  my  eyes  filled  with  tears,  he  must  have 
construed  my  emotion  into  a  prayer  to  increase  my 
mark,  and  he  said,  as  though  compassionating  me 
(and  before  another  professor,  too,  who  had  come 

up)— 
"  Very  good,  sir.  I  will  give  you  a  very  fine 

m.ark ''  (that  meant  two),  "  although  you  do  not 
deserve  it,  out  of  regard  for  your  youth,  and  in  the 
hope  that  you  will  not  be  so  light-minded  in  the 

university.'* This  last  phrase,  uttered  in  the  presence  of  the 
strange  professor,  who  looked  at  me  as  if  to  say, 

'*  There,  you  see,  young  man  !  "  completed  my 
confusion.  For  one  moment,  a  mist  veiled  my 
eyes  ;  the  terrible  professor,  with  his  table,  seemed 
to  me  to  be  sitting  somewhere  in  the  far  distance, 
imd  the  wild  thought  came  into  my  mind,  with  a 
terrible  one-sided  distinctness  :  "  And  what  if — 
what  will  come  of  this  ?  * '  But  I  got  rid  of  the  idea , 
and  I  mechanically  saluted  the  two  professors  with 
special  courtesy,  and  left  the  table,  smiling  shghtly, 
with  much  the  same  kind  of  smile  that  Ikonin 
had  exhibited. 

This  injustice  affected  me  so  powerfully  at  the 
time,  that,  had  I  been  master  of  my  own  actions, 
I  should  not  have  gone  to  any  more  examinations. 
I  lost  all  ambition  (it  was  impossible  to  think  any 

longer  of  being  number  three),  and  I  let  the  re- 
maining examinations  pass  without  any  exertion, 

and  even  without  emotion.  My  average,  however, 
was  somewhat  over  four,  but  this  did  not  interest 
me  in  the  least :  I  made  up  my  mind,  and  proved  iti 
to  myself  very  clearly,  that  it  was  bad  form  to  try 
to  be  first,  and  that  one  ought  to  be  neither  too 
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good  nor  too  bad,  like  Volodya.  I  meant  to 
keep  to  this  in  the  university,  although  in  acting 
thus  I  was  no  longer  in  agreement  with  my  friend . 

I  was  already  thinking  of  my  uniform,  my  three- 
cornered  hat,  my  own  drozhky,  my  own  room,  and^ 
most  of  all,  of  my  freedom. 



CHAPTER  XIII 

I  AM*  GROWN    UP 

A  ND  even  these  thoughts  had  their  charm. 
-^^  On  my  return  from  the  last  examination 
ia  the  Law  of  God,  on  the  8th  of  May,  I  found  at  the 

house  an  apprentice,  whom  I  knew,  of  Rosanofi's 
the  tailor,  who  had  previously  tried  on  my  uniform 
coat  of  glossy  black  cloth,  open  at  the  throat,  and 
had  marked  the  facings  with  chalk,  and  who  now 
brought  the  garment  finished,  with  brilliant  gilt 
buttons,  enveloped  in  paper. 

I  put  on  this  garment,  and  thought  it  very  fine 
(although  St.  Jerome  declared  that  it  wrinkled 
in  the  back),  and  w^ent  downstairs  with  a  self- 
satisfied  smile,  which  spread  over  my  face  quite 
involuntarily,  to  seek  Volodya,  conscious  of  the 
glances  of  the  domestics,  eagerly  fixed  on  me  from 
the  ante-room  and  corridor,  but  pretending 
ignorance  of  them.  Gavrilo,  the  butler,  overtook 
me  in  the  hall,  congratulated  me  on  my  admission, 

handed  over  to  me,  by  papa's  orders,  four  loo- 
Touble  notes,  and  also,  by  papa's  direction,  Kuzma 
the  coachman,  a  prolyotka,*  and  the  brown  horse 
Beauty,  to  be  at  my  exclusive  disposal  from  that 
day  forth.  I  was  so  rejoiced  at  this  almost  un- 

looked-for happiness,  that  I  could  not  manage  to 
appear  indifferent  before  Gavrilo,  and  in  some 
confusion  I  said  with  a  sigh  the  first  thing  which 
came  into  my  head,  w^hich  w^as  that  Beauty  was  a 
very  fine  trotter  !     Glancing  at  the  heads  which 

*A  kind  of  drozhky. 
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were  thrust  out  of  the  doors  leading  from  the  ante- 
room and  corridor,  I  could  no  longer  control  myself ; 

and  I  rushed  through  the  hall  at  a  trot,  in  my  new- 
coat  with  splendent  gilt  buttons.  As  I  entered 

Volodya's  room,  I  heard  the  voices  of  Dubkoff  and 
Nekhliudoff ,  who  had  come  to  congratulate  me,  and 
to  propose  that  we  should  go  somewhere  to  dine  an<l 
drink  champagne,  in  honour  of  my  admission. 
Dmitri  told  me  that,  although  he  did  not  care  to 
drink  champagne,  he  would  go  with  us  that  day 
in  order  to  drink  with  me  on  our  beginning  to  c  :]] 
each  other  thou.  Dubkoff  declared  that,  for  some 
reason,  I  resembled  a  colonel.  Volodya  did  not 
congratulate  me,  and  only  said  very  dryly,  that  now 
we  should  be  able  to  set  out  for  the  country  on  the 
next  day  but  one.  It  seemed  as  though,  while  glad 
of  my  admission,  it  v/as  rather  disagreeable  to  him 
that  I  should  now  be  as  much  grown  up  as  he.  St. 
Jerome,  who  had  also  come  to  the  house,  said  in  a 
very  haughty  way  that  his  duties  were  now  at  an 
end,  and  he  did  not  know  whether  they  had  been 
fulfilled  well  or  ill,  but  that  he  had  done  all  he 
could,  and  he  should  go  to  his  Count  on  the  next 
day.  In  answer  to  all  that  was  said  to  me,  I  felt 
a  sweet,  blissful,  rather  foolishly  self-satisfied 
smile  dawn  upon  my  countenance  against  my  will ; 
and  I  perceived  that  this  smile  even  communicated 
itself  to  all  who  talked  with  me. 

And  here  I  am,  without  a  tutor ;  I  have  a 

drozhky  of  my  own  ;'  my  name  is  inscribed  on  the 
register  of  students  ;  I  have  a  dagger  in  my  belt ; 

the  sentries  might  sometimes  salute  m.e.  "  I  am 
grov/n  up,"  and  I  think  I  am  happy. 

We  decided  to  dine  at  Jahr's  at  five  o'clock  ;  but 
as  Volodya  went  off  with  Dubkoff,  and  Dmitri  also 
disappeared  somewhere  according  to  custom,  saying 
that  he  had  an  affair  to  attend  to  before  dinner,  I 
could  dispose  of  two  hours  as  I  pleased.  I  walked 
about  through  all  the  rooms  for  a  long  while, 
inspecting  myself  in  all  the  mirrors,  now  with  my 
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coat  buttoned,  again  with  it  quite  unbuttoned,  then 
with  only  the  upper  button  fastened  ;  and  every 
way  seemed  excellent  to  me.  Then,  asham.ed  as  I 
was  to  exhibit  too  much  joy,  I  could  not  refrain 
from  going  to  the  stable  and  coach-house,  to 
inspect  Beauty,  Kuzma,  and  the  drozhky  ;  then  I 
went  back  and  began  to  wander  through  the  rooms, 
looking  in  the  mirrors,  counting  the  money  in  my 
pocket,  and  smiling  in  the  same  blissful  mariner  all 
the  w^hile.  But  an  hour  had  not  elapsed,  when  I 
felt  rather  bored,  or  sorry  that  there  was  no  one  to 
see  me  in  that  dazzling  state  ;  and  I  craved  move- 

ment and  activity.  As  a  consequence  of  this,  I 
ordered  the  drozhky  to  be  brought  round,  and 
decided  that  it  would  be  better  to  go  to  the  Kuz- 
netzky*  bridge,  and  make  some  purchases. 

I  recollected  that   when   Volodya  entered  the- 
university  he  had  bought  himself  a  lithograph  of 
Victor  Adam's  horses,  som.e  tobacco,  and  a  pipe ; 
and  it  seem.ed  to  me  that  it  w^as  indispensable  that  I 
should  do  the  same. 

I  drove  to  the  Kuznetzky  bridge,  with  glances 
turned  on  me  from  all  sides,  vrith  the  bright  sun- 

light on  my  buttons,  on  the  cockade  in  my  hat,  and 

on  my  dagger,  and  drew  up  near  Datziaro's  picture- 
shop.  I  looked  around  about  on  all  sides,  and 

entered.  I  did  not  want  to  buy  Victor  Adam's horses,  lest  I  should  be  accused  of  aping  Volodya  ; 
but  hurrying  to  make  my  choice  as  quickly  as 
possible,  out  of  shame  at  the  trouble  to  which 

1  was  putting  the  polite  shopman,  I  took  a  female 
head  painted  in  water-colours,  which  stood  in  the 
window,  and  paid  twenty  roubles  for  it.  But  after 

expending  twenty  roubles  I  felt  rather  conscience- 
stricken  at  having  troubled  the  two  handsomely 

dressed  shopmen  with  such  trifles,  and  j^et  it 
seemed  as  though  they  looked  at  me  in  altogether 
too  negligent  a  way.  Desirous  of  letting  them 
understand  w^ho  I  was,  I  turned  my  attention  to  a 

♦The  smiths'  bridge. 
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small  silver  piece  which  lay  beneath  the  gla?s,  and, 
on  being  told  that  it  was  a  pencil-holder  worth 
eighteen  roubles,  I  had  it  done  up  in  paper,  paid  n^.y 
money,  and,  learning  also  that  good  pipes  and 
tobacco  were  to  be  had  in  the  adjoining  tobacco- 
shop,  I  bowed  politely  to  the  two  shopmen,  and 
stepped  into  the  street  with  iriy  picture  under  my 
arm.  In  the  neighbouring  sliop.  on  whose  sign  was 
painted  a  negro  smoking  a  cigar,  I  bought  (also  out 
of  a  desire  not  to  imitate  an^^one)  not  Zliukoff ,  but 
Sultan  tobacco,  a  Turkish  pipe,  and  two  t chibouks, 
one  of  linden,  the  other  of  rosewood.  On  emergii.g 
from  the  shop,  on  my  way  to  my  drozhkj^  I 
perceived  Semenoff,  who  was  walking  along  t].o 
footpath  at  a  rapid  pace,  dressed  in  civil  costum.e, 
and  with  his  head  bent  down.  I  was  vexed  that  he 
did  not  recognize  me.  I  called  to  my  driver  in 
quite  a  loud  tone,  and,  seating  myself  in  the 
drozhky,  soon  overtook  Semenoff. 

"  How  do  you  do  ?  ''  I  said  to  him. 
'*  My  respects,"  he  answered,  pursuing  his  way. 
"  Why  are  you  not  in  uniform  ?  "  I  inquired. 
Semenoff  halted,  screwed  up  his  eyes,  and  showed 

his  white  teeth,  as  though  it  pained  him  to  look  at 
the  sun,  but  in  reality  to  express  his  indifference 
towards  my  drozhky  and  uniform,  gazed  at  me  in 
silence,  and  walked  on. 

From  the  Kuznetzky  bridge  I  drove  to  the 

confectioner's  shop  on  the  Tversky  ;  and  though  I 
tried  to  pretend  that  the  newspapers  in  the  shop 
interested  m.e  principally,  I  could  not  restrain 
m.yself,  and  I  began  to  devour  one  sweet  tart  after 
another.  Although  I  was  as^hamed  before  the 
gentlemen  who  gazed  at  nie  with  curiosity  from 
iDchind  their  papers,  I  ate  eight  patties,  of  all  the 
sorts  that  were  in  the  shop,  with  grerit  rapidity. 

On  arriving  at  home,  I  felt  a  little  heart  burn,  but 
paying  no  attention  to  it  I  busied  myself  with 
examining  my  purchases.  The  picture  so  dis- 
'pleased  mie,  that  I  not  only  did  not  have  it  francd. 
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and  Iianp  it  in  my  room,  as  Volodya  had  done,  but 
I  even  hid  it  in  a  drawer  where  no  one  could  see  it. 
The  port e-cra yon  did  not  please  me,  now  that  I  had 
[Tot  it  home,  either.  I  laid  it  on  the  table,  com- 

forting myself  with  the  thought  that  the  thing  was 
made  of  silver,  expensive,  and  extremely  useful  to  a student. 

But  I  resolved  to  put  my  smoking  utensils  into 
immediate  use,  and  try  them. 

Having  unseaJod  a  quarter-of-a-pound  package, 
and  carefully  filled  my  Turkish  pipe  with  the 
reddish-yellow,  fine-cut  Sultan  tobacco,  I  laid  a 
burning  coal  upon  it,  and  taking  one  of  my  pipe-^ 
stems  between  my  middle  and  third  fingers  (the 
I'osition  of  tlie  hand  pleased  me  extremely),  I  began to  smoke. 

The  odour  of  the  tobacco  w^as  very  agreeable,  yet 
my  mouth  tasted  bitter,  and  my  breathing  was 
interrupted.  But  I  took  courage  and  drew  in  the 
smoke  for  a  long  time,  then  tried  to  puff  it  out  in 
rings,  and  discharge  it  through  m.y  nose.  The 
wliole  room  was  soon  filled  wdth  clouds  of  bluish 
smoke  ;  the  pipe  began  to  bubble,  the  hot  tobacco 
to  leap  ;  I  felt  a  bitterness  in  my  mouth,  and  a 
slight  swimming  in  my  head  ;  I  tried  to  rise,  and 
look  at  m^yself  in  the  glass  with  my  pipe  ;  when,  to 
my  amazement,  I  began  to  stagger,  the  room 
whirled  round,  and  as  I  glanced  in  the  mirror,  which 
I  had  reached  w^th  difficulty,  I  saw  that  my  face 
v/asas  pale  as  a  sheet.  I  barely  succeeded  in 
dropping  upon  a  divan,  when  I  was  sensible  of  such 
illness  and  feebleness,  that,  fancying  the  pipe  had 
been  fatal  to  me,  I  thought  that  I  was  dying.  I  was 
seriously  alarmed,  and  wanted  to  summon  assist- 

ance, and  send  for  the  doctor. 
But  this  terror  did  not  last  long.  I  quickly 

understood  where  the  trouble  was  ;  and  I  lat  for  a 

long  time  on  the  lounge,  weak,  w^ith  a  frightful 
pain  in  my  head,  gazire:  with  dull  attention  at 

Bostandzhogio's  arms  delineated  upon  the  quarter-^ 
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pound  package,  on  the  pipe  and  smoking  utensils, 

and  the  remains  of  the  confectioner's  patties  rolling 
on  the  floor,  and  thought  sadly  in  my  disenchant- 

ment, ''  I  surely  am  not  grown  up  yet,  if  I  canrot 
-smoke  like  other  people  ;  and  it  is  plain  that  it  is 
not  my  fate  to  hold  my  pipe,  like  others,  between 
my  middle  and  my  third  fingers,  to  swallow  m.y 
smoke,  and  puff  it  out  through  my  blonde  mous- 
tache." 

When  Dmitri  came  to  me  at  five  o'clock,  he  found 
me  in  this  unpleasant  condition.  But  after  I  had 
drunk  a  glass  of  water  I  was  nearly  well  again, 
and  ready  to  go  with  him. 

"What  made  you  want  to  smoke?  "  he  said, 
as  he  gazed  upon  the  traces  of  my  smoking  :  ''  it's all  nonsense,  and  a  useless  waste  of  money.  I 
iiave  promised  myself  that  I  will  never  sm.oke. 

However,  let's  set  out  as  quickly  as  possible,  for 
we  must  go  after  Dubkoft." 



CHAPTER    XIV 

HOW  VOLODYA  AND  DUBKOFF  OCCUPIED 
THEMSELVES. 

A  S  soon  as  Dmitri  entered  the  room,  I  knew  bv 
-^^*    his  face,  his  walk,  and  by  a  gesture  which  was 
peculiar  to  him  when  in  a  bad  humour — a  winking- 
of  the  eyes  and  a  grotesque  way  of  drawing  his 
head  down  on  one  side — that  he  was  in  the  coldljr 
rigid  frame  of  mind  which  came  over  him  when  he 
was  displeased  with  himself,  and  which  alwa^^s 
produced  a  chilling  effect  upon  my  feeling  for  him. 

I  had  lately  begun  to  notice  and  judge  my  friend's 
character,  but  our  friendship  had  suffered  no  change- 
in  consequence  ;    it  was  still  so  youthful  and  so- 
strong,  that,  from  whatever  point  of  view  I  looked 
at  Dmitri,  I  could  not  but  perceive  his  perfection. 
There  were  two  separate  men  in  him,  both  of  whom 
were  very  fine  in  my  eyes.     One,  whom  I  warmly 
loved,  was  courteous,  good,  gentle,  merry,  and  with 
a  consciousness  of  these  amiable  qualities  :    when 
he  was  in  this  mood,  his  whole  appearance,  the 
sound  of  his  voice,  his  every  movement,  seemed  to* 
say,   "  I  am  gentle  and  virtuous ;    I  enjoy  being 
gentle  and  virtuous,  as  you  can  all  of  you  per- 
ceive."    The  other — I  have  only  now  begun  to 
comprehend  him  and  to  bow  before  his  grandeur — - 
was  cold,  stern  towards  himself  and  others,  proud, 

re'i^ious  to  fanaticism,   and   pedantically  moraL 
At  the  present  moment,  he  was  that  second  man. 

Wirh    the    frankness    which    constituted    the 
indispens?.ble   condition  of  our  relations,   I  told 57 
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him,  when  we  were  seated  in  the  drozhky,  that  it 
pained  me  and  made  me  sad  to  see  him  in  such 
a  heavy  disagreeable  frame  of  mind  towards  me 
on  the  day  which  was  such  a  happy  one  to  me. 

*'  Surely  something  has  disturbed  you :  why 
will  you  not  tell  me  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Nikolinka  !  "  he  replied  deliberately,  turning 
his  head  nervously  to  one  side,  and  screwing  up 

his  eyes  :  "  since  I  have  given  my  word  not  to 
hide  anything  from  you,  you  have  no  cause  to  sus- 

pect me  of  secrecy.  It  is  impossible  to  be  ah^ays 
in  the  same  mood  ;  and  if  anything  has  disturbed 

me,  I  cannot  even  give  an  account  of  it  to  myself." 
"  What  a  wonderfully  frank,  honourable  char- 

acter !  "  I  thought,  and  I  said  no  more  to  him. 
We  drove  to  Dubkoff's  in  silence.  Dubkoft's 

quarters  were  remarkably  handsome,  or  seemed  so 
to  me  then.  There  were  rugs,  pictures,curtains, 
coloured  hangings,  portraits,  curving  arm-chairs 
everywhere :  on  the  walls  hung  guns,  pistols, 
tobacco-pouches,  and  some  heads  of  wild  animals 
in  cardboard.  At  the  sight  of  this  study,  I  saw  whom 
Volodya  had  been  imitating  in  the  adornment  of 
liis  own  chamber.  We  found  Volodya  and  Dubkoff 
playing  cards.  A  gentleman  who  was  a  stranger 
tome  (and  who  must  have  been  of  little  importance, 
judging  from  his  humble  attitude)  was  sitting  at  the 
table,  and  watching  the  game  with  great  attention. 
Dubkoff  had  on  a  silk  dressing-gown  and  soft 
shoes.  Volodya  in  his  shirt-sleeves  was  sitting 
opposite  him  on  the  sofa  ;  and  judging  from  his 
flushed  face,  and  the  dissatisfied,  fleeting  glance 
which  he  tore  away  from  the  cards  for  a  moment 
to  cast  at  us,  he  was  very  much  absorbed  in  the 
game.  On  catching  sight  of  me,  he  turned  ̂ till 
Tedder. 

''  Com.e,  it's  your  turn  to  deal,"  he  said  to  Dub- 
koff. I  comprehended  that  it  displeased  him  to 

have  me  know  that  he  played  cards.  But  there 

-was  no  confusion  discernible  in  his  glance,  whic'^ 
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scented  to  me  to  say.  "  Yes,  I'm  playing,  and  yoa 
are  only  surprised  at  it  because  you  are  young  yet. 
It  is  not  only  not  bad,  but  even  necessary,  at  our 

age." I  immediately  felt  and  understood  this. 
Dubkoff  did  not  deal  tlie  cards,  however,  but 

rose,  shook  hands  with  us,  gave  us  seats,  and  offered 
us  pipes,  which  v;e  declined. 

"'  So  this  is  our  diplomat,  the  hero  of  the  festival," 
sr^id  Dubkoff.  "^By  heavens,  he's  awfully  like 
the  colonel." 

'•  Hm  !  "  I  growled,  as  I  felt  that  foolishly 
scH-gratified  sm.ile  spreading  over  my  face. 

I  respected  Dubkoff  as  only  a  boy  of  sixteen 

can  respect  an  adjutant  of  twenty-seven  whom  all 
the  grown-up  people  declare  to  be  a  very  fine  young 
man,  who  dances  beautifuUy,  and  talks  French., 
and  who,  while  he  in  his  soul  despises  my  youth, 
evidently  strives  to  conceal  the  fact. 

But  in  spile  of  all  my  respect  for  him,  I  had 
always,  Heaven  knows  why,  during  the  whole 

period  of  our  acquaintance,  found  it  difficult  and 
awkward  to  look  him  in  the  eye.  And  I  have  since 
observed  that  there  are  three  classes  of  people 

whom  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  look  in  the  eye — 
those  w^ho  are  much  worse  than  myself ;  those  wha 
are  much  better  than  myself ;  and  those  to  whom 
I  can  never  make  up  my  mind  to  mention  things 
that  we  both  know,  and  v/ho  \w}\]  not  mention 

them  to  me.  Possibly  Dubkoff  was  better  than 

I.  perhaps  he  was  worse  :  but  one  thing  was  certain, 
that  he  often  lied,  but  without  confessing  it  ; 
that  I  detected  this  weakness  in  hijn,  of  course^ 

but  could  not  bring  n^ij^self  to  speak  of  it. 
"  Let's  play  one  more  game,"  said  Volodya, 

twisting  his  shoulders  like  papa,  and  shuffling  the 
cards 

"  liow  persistent  he  is  !  "  said  Dubkoff.  "  Well 
play  it  out  later.  Well,  then,  one.  Hand  them 

here." 
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While  they  played,  I  watched  their  hands. 
Volodya  had  a  large,  handsome  hand.  He  separ- 

ated his  thumb  and  tent  the  other  fingers  out  m  h(  n 

he  held  his  cards,  and  it  was  so  much  like  papa's 
hand  that  at  one  time  it  really  seemed  to  me  that 
Volodya  held  his  hands  so  on  purpose,  in  order 
to  resemble  a  grown-up  person  ;  but,  when  I 
glanced  at  his  face,  it  became  immediately  evidert 
that  he  was  thinking  of  nothing  except  his  gam.e. 

Dubkoff's  hands,  on  the  contrary,  were  small, 
plump,  bent  inwards,  and  had  extremely  soft  and 
skilful  fingers  ;  just  the  kind  of  hands,  in  fact, 
which  suit  rings,  and  which  belong  to  people  who 
are  inclined  to  manual  labour,  and  are  fond  of 
having  fine  things. 

Volodya  must  have  lost  ;  for  the  gentleman  who 
looked  over  his  cards  remarked  that  Vladimir 

Petrovitch  had  frightfully  bad  luck ;  Dubkoff 
took  out  his  note-book  and  wrote  something  down 
in  it,  and  said,  as  he  showed  what  he  had  written 

to  Volodya,  "  Is  that  right  ?  " 
*'  Yes,"  said  Volodya,  glancing  at  the  note-book 

Avith  feigned  abstraction.     "  Now  let's  go." 
Volodya  drove  Dubkoff,  and  Dmitri  took  me  in 

his  phaeton. 

"  What  were  they  playing  ?  "  I  inquired  of Dmitri. 

"  Piquet.  It's  a  stupid  game,  and  gambling  is 
a  stupid  thing,  any  w^ay." 

**  Do  they  play  for  large  sums  ?  " 
**  Not  very  ;  but  it's  not  right,  all  the  same." 
**  And  do  you  not  play  ?  " 
"No;  I  have  given  my  word  not  to  ;  butDubkoff 

can't  do  otherwise  than  win,"  he  added,  as  if 
speaking  to  himself. 

"  But  that  surely  is  not  right  on  his  part," 
said  I,    "  Volodya  must  play  worse  than  he." 

'*  Of  course  it's  not  right ;  but  there's  nothing 
particularly  wicked  about  it.  Dubkoff  is  fond 

of  play,  but  still  he's  an  excellent  fellow." 
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''  But  I  had  no  idea  "—  said  I. 
**  You  must  not  think  any  ill  of  him,  because  he 

really  is  a  very  fine  man  ;  and  I  am  very  fond  of 
him,  and  shall  always  love  him  in  spite  of  his 

weaknesses." 
It  seemed  to  me,  for  some  reason,  that,  juf.t 

because  Dmitri  stood  up  for  Dubkoft  with  too  much 
warmth,  he  no  longer  loved  or  respected  him,  but 
that  he  would  not  confess  it,  out  of  obstinacy,  and 
in  order  that  no  one  miglit  reproach  him  with 
fickleness.  He  was  one  of  those  people  who  love 
their  friends  for  life,  not  so  much  because  their 
friends  always  remain  amiable  towards  them,  as 
because,  having  once  taken  a  liking  to  a  m.an,  even 
by  mistake,  they  consider  it  dislionourable  to 
cc:se  to  like  him. 
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I  RECEIVE   CONGRATULATIONS 

T^UBKOFF  and  Volodya  knew  all  the  people  at 
■■^  Jahr's  by  name ;  and  everj^one,  from 
porter  to  proprietor,  showed  them  the  greatest 
respect.  We  were  immediately  conducted  to  a 
private  room,  and  served  with  a  wonderful  dinner, 
selected  by  Dubkoff  from  the  French  bill  of  fare. 
A  bottle  of  iced  champagne,  which  I  endeavoured  to 
survey  with  as  much  indifference  as  possible,  was 
already  prepared.  The  dinner  passed  off  very 
agreeably  and  merrily,  although  Dubkoff,  as  was  his 
custom,  related  the  strangest  occurrences  as 
though  they  were  true — among  others,  how  his 
grandmother  had  shot  three  robbers,  who  had 
attacked  her,  with  a  blunderbuss  (whereupon  1 
blushed,  dropped  my  eyes,  and  turned  away  from 
him) — and  although  Volodya  was  visibly  frightened, 
every  time  that  I  undertook  to  say  anything  (which 
was  quite  superfluous  ;  for  I  did  not  say  anything 
particularly  disgraceful,  so  far  as  I  can  remember). 
\\Tien  the  champagne  was  served,  they  all  con- 

gratulated me,  and  after  J  had  had  glasses  with 
Dubkoff  and  Dmitri,  I  exchanged  kisses  witjl  tb^m. 
As  I  did  not  knov;  to  whom  the  bottle  of  champagne 
belonged  (it  was  in  common,  as  they  afterwards 
explained  to  me),  and  I  wanted  to  entertain  my 
friends  with  my  own  money,  which  I  was  incessantly 
handling  in  my  pocket,  I  quietly  got  hold  of  a  ten- 
rouble  note ;  and,  summoning  the  waiter,  I  gave  him 
the  money,  and  told  him  in  a  whisper,  but  in  such  a. 

62 
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r.;Lnner  that  they  all  heard  it,  to  phase  to  bring 
(i::cthfr  small  bottU  of  champagne.     Volodya  turned 
red,  writhed,  and  looked  at  me  and  the  rest  in 
,  luii^ht  ;  but  the  bottle  was  brought,  and  we  drank 
i"  wi^h  the  greatest  satisfaction.    Things  continued to  go  merrily.    Dubkoff  lied  without  intermission 
and  Volodya,  too,  told  such  funny  stories,  and  told 
tiiem  better  than  I  had  ever  expected  of  him  ;  and 
we  laughed  a  great  deal.    The  character  of  their 

wit — that  is,  Dubkoff' s  and  Volodya's — consisted 
in  mimicry,  and  exaggeration  of  the  well-loiown 

anecdote  ;    "  Well,  have  you  been  abroad  ?  "  says 
one.     ''No,  I  have  not,"  replies  the  other,  "but 
my    brother    plays    on    the    violin."     They    had 
attained   such   perfection   in   this  sort   of  comic 
nonsense,  that  they  even  related  that  anecdote  thus: 

''  My  brother  never  played  on  the  violin  either." 
They  replied  to  every  one  of  each  other's  questions 
in  this  style  ;   and  sometimes  they  tried,  without 
questions,  to  join  two  utterly  incongruous  things — 
talking  this   nonsense  v;ith   sober   faces — and   it 
proved  extremely  laughable.     I  began  to  under- 

stand the  point,  and  I  also  tried  to  tell  something 
funny  ;  but  they  all  looked  frightened,  or  tried  not 
to  look  at  me  while  I  was  speaking,  and  the  anecdote 

was  not  a  success.    Dubkoff  said,  "  The  diplomat 
has  begun  to  lie,  brother  ;  "  but  I  felt  so  well  after 
the  champagne  I  had  drunk,  and  in  the  company  of 
these  grown-up  people,  that  this  remark  hardly 
wounded  me  at  all.    Dmitri  alone,  though  he  had 
dnink  evenly  with  us,  continued  in  his  stem,  serious 
mood,  which  put  some  restraint  upon  the  general 
merriment. 

"  Now  listen,  gentlemen  1 "  said  Dubkoff. 
*'  After  dinner,  the  diplomat  must  be  taken  in 
hand.  Shall  we  not  go  to  our  aunt's  ?  We'll  soon 
settle  him  there." 

"  Nekhliudoff  won't  go,"  said  Volodya. 
"  The  intolerable  e^oody  !  You're  an  intolerable 

goody,"saidDubkoff,turningtohim.     "  Come  with 
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us,  and  you'll  see  what  a  charming  lady  auntie  is/'- 
"  I  not  only  will  not  go,  but  I  won't  let  him/' 

answered  Dmitri,  turning  red. 
'*  Who  ?  the  diplomat  ? — Do  you  want  to  go, 

diplomat  ?  Look,  he  beamed  all  over  as  soon  as  we 
mentioned  auntie." 

''  I  don't  mean  that  I  won't  let  him,"  continued 
Dmitri,  rising  from  his  seat,  and  beginning  to  pace 

the  room,  without  loaking  at  me,  "  but  I  do  not 
advise  him,  nor  wish  him  to  go.  He  is  no  longer  a 
child,  and  if  he  wishes  he  can  go  alone  without  you. 
But  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself,  Dubkoff ; 
v.'hat  you  are  doing  is  not  right,  and  you  want 
others  to  do  like  you." 

"What's  the  harm,"  said  Dubkoff,  winking  at 
Volodya,  "  if  I  invite  you  all  to  my  aunt's  for  a  cup 
of  tea  ?  Well,  if  it's  not  agreeable  to  you  to  go 
with  us,  then  Volodya  and  I  will  go. — Are  you 

coming,  Volodya  ?  " 
"  Hm,  hm !  "  said  Volodya,  affirmatively. 

"  We'll  go  th^re,  and  then  we'll  return  to  my  rooms, 
and  go  on  with  our  piquet." 

*'  Well,  do  you  want  to  go  with  them,  or  not  ?  " 
said  Dmitri,  coming  up  to  me. 

"  No,"  I  answered,  moving  along  on  the  sofa  to 
make  room  for  him  beside  m.e  ;  "  if  you  do  not 
advise  it,  I  will  not  go,  on  any  account." 

**  No,"  I  added  afterwards  ;  "  I  do  not  speak  the 
truth  when  I  say  that  I  do  not  w^ant  to  go  with 
them  ;  but  I  am  glad  that  I  am  not  going." 

*'  Excellent,"  said  he  :  "  live  according  to  your 
own  ideas,  and  don't  dance  to  anyone's  pipe ; 
that's  the  best  way  of  all." 

This  little  dispute  not  only  did  not  disturb  our 
pleasure,  but  even  heightened  it.  Dmitri  all  at 
once  came  into  the  gentle  mood  which  I  loved  so 
well.  Such  an  influence,  as  I  afterguards  more  than 
once  observed,  did  the  consciousness  of  a  good  deed 
have  upon  him.  He  was  pleased  with  himself 
now  for  having  deterred  me  from  going.     He  grew 
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very  merry,  ordered  another  bottle  of  champagne 
(which  was  against  his  rules),  called  a  strange 
gentleman  into  the  room,  and  began  to  give  him 
wine,  sang  Gaudeamus  tgitur,  requested  that  all 
should  join  in,  and  proposed  to  ride  to  the  Sokolinki, 
whereupon  Dubkotf  remarked  that  it  was  too  sen- 
timental. 

**  I^t's  be  jolly  to-day,"  said  Dmitri,  smiling: 
"  in  honour  of  his  admission  to  the  University, 
I  intend  getting  drunk  for  the  first  time  :  so  be  it." 
This  gaiety  sat  rather  strangely  on  Dmitri.  He 
resembled  a  tutor  or  a  kind  father  who  is  satisfied 
with  his  children,  and  wishes  to  please  them,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  show  that  he  can  be  gay  in 
an  honourable  and  respectable  fashion  ;  neverthe- 

less, this  unexpected  mirth  seemed  to  act  infec- 
tiously upon  us,  the  more  so  as  each  of  us  had  drunk 

about  half  a  bottle  of  champagne. 
It  was  in  this  agreeable  frame  of  mindj  that  I 

stepped  out  into  the  public  apartment  to  smoke 
a  cigarette  which  Dubkoff  had  given  me. 
When  I  rose  from  my  seat,  I  perceived  that  my 

head  was  a  little  unsteady,  and  that  my  feet  and 
hands  only  remained  in  a  natural  condition  when 
I  fixed  my  attention  firmly  upon  them.  Other- 

wise my  feet  moved  right  and  left,  and  my  hands 
executed  various  gestures.  I  fixed  my  whole 
attention  upon  these  limbs,  ordered  my  hands  to 
rise,  and  button  my  coat,  and  smooth  my  hair 
(in  the  course  of  which,  my  elbows  jerked  themselves 
up  fearfully  high),  and  my  feet  to  carry  me  to  the 
door  ;  which  command  they  complied  with,  but 
set  themselves  down  either  too  hard  or  too  gently, 
and  the  left  foot  in  particular  stood  constantly 
on  one  toe.  Some  voice  or  other  shouted  to  me, 

"  Wliere  are  you  going  ?  They  are  bringing 
lights."  I  guessed  that  the  voice  belonged  to 
Volodj^a,  and  the  thought  that  I  had  guessed  it 
afforded  me  satisfaction  ;  but  I  only  smiled  in 
answer,  and  went  my  way.  . 

c 



CHAPTER   XVI 

THE    QUARREL 

TN  the  public  room,  behind  a  little  table,  sat  a 
^  short,  stout  gentleman,  in  plain  clothes,  with  a 
red  moustache,  eng-ged  in  eating.  Beside  him, 
sat  a  tall,  dark-complexioned  man,  without  a 
moustache.  They  were  conversing  in  French. 
Their  glances  confused  me,  but  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  light  my  cigarette  at  the  candle  which  stood 
before  them.  Glancing  aside,  in  order  that  I 
might  not  encounter  their  gaze,  I  marched  up  to 
the  table,  and  began  to  light  my  cigarette.  When 
the  cigarette  had  caught  the  flame,  I  could  not 
resist,  and  glanced  at  the  gentleman  who  was 
dining.  His  grey  eyes  were  fixed  intently  and 
disapprovingly  upon  me.  As  I  was  about  to 
turn  away,  his  red  mioustache  m.oved,  and  he 

said  in  French,  "  I  don't  like  to  have  people  smoke 
while  I  am  dining,  my  dear  sir." 

''  Yes,  sir,  I  don't  like  it,"  resumed  the  gentle- 
man with  the  moustache  sternly,  with  a  quick 

glance  at  the  gentleman  who  had  no  moustache, 
as  if  inviting  him  to  admire  the  manner  in  which 

he  was  about  to  settle  me—"  I  don't  like  people 
who  are  impolite,  my  dear  sir,  who  come  and  smoke 
under  one's  nose;  I  don't  like  them."  I  immedi- 

ately saw  that  the  gentleman  was  scolding  me,; 
and  it  seemed  to  me  at  first  that  I  was  very  much 
in  the  wrong,  with  regard  to  him. 

"  I  did  not  think  that  it  would  disturb  you," said  I. 
65 I 
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"Ah,  you  did  not  think  you  were  ill-bred,  but I  did  !  "  shouted  the  gentleman. 
"  What  right  have  you  to  yell  ?  "  said  I,  feeling that  he  was  insulting  me,  and  beginning  to  get angry  myself. 

"This  right,  that  I  never  permit  anyone  to  be insolent  to  me  ;  and  I  shall  alv/ays  give  such  young 
fellows  as  you  a  lesson.  What's  your  surname, 
sir  ?    and  where  do  you  live  ?  " 

I  was  extremely  angry,  my  lips  quivered,  and 
my  breath  came  in  gasps.  But  I  felt  that  I  was 
in  the  wrong,  nevertheless,  and  it  must  have  been 
because  I  had  drunk  so  much  champagne  ;  and  I 
did  not  say  anything  insultirg  to  the  gentleman, 
but  on  the  contrary  my  lips  uttered  my  name  and 
our  address  in  the  m.ost  submissive  manner  pos- sible. 

"  My  name  is  Kolpikoff,  my  dear  sir,  and  see that  you  are  more  courteous  in  future.  You  shall 
hear  from  me,"  he  concluded,  the  whole  conversa- tion having  taken  place  in  French. 

I  only  said,  "  I  am  very  glad  to  m.ake  your  ac- 
quaintance," endeavouring  to  render  my  voice as  firm  as  posible,  turned  away,  and  went  back 

to  our  room  with  my  cigarette,  which  had  contrived 
to  go  out. 

I  did  not  mention  what  had  occurred  to  m.y 
brother,  nor  to  my  friend,  particularly  as  they 
v/ere  engaged  in  a  hot  dispute,  but  seated  myself 
alone  in  a  corner  to  reflect  upon  this  strange 
circumstance.  The  words,  ''  You  are  ill-bred, 
sir,"  as  they  rang  in  my  ears,  troubled  m.e  more 
and  more.€»My  intoxication  had  completely  passed 
away.  Vv'hen  I  reflected  on  my  behaviour  in  the matter,  the  strange  thought  all  at  once  occurred 
to  me  that  I  had  behaved  like  a  coward.  '*  WTiat 
right  had  he  to  attack  me  ?  WTiy  didn't  he  say simply  that  it  disturbed  him  ?  He  must  have  been 
in  the  wTong.  Why,  when  he  told  m.e  that  I  was 
ill-bred,  did  I  not  say  to  him,  '  He  is  ill-bred,  sic 
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who  employs  impertinent  language ;  '  or  why 
did  I  not  simply  shout  at  him, '  SUence  !  '  that  would 
have  been  capital.  Why  did  I  not  challenge  him 
to  a  duel  ?  No,  I  did  none  of  these  things,  but 

swallowed  the  insult  like  a  vile  coward."  '*  You 
are  ill-bred,  sir/'  rang  in  my  ears  incessantly  in 
an  exasperating  way.  "  No,  this  cannot  be  left 
in  this  state,"  I  thought,  and  I  rose  with  the  fixed 
intention  of  going  back  to  the  gentleman,  and  saying 
something  dreadful  to  him,  and,  possibly,  of 
striking  him  over  the  head  with  the  candlestick 
if  it  should  seem  suitable.  I  reflected  upon  1]  is 
last  intention  with  the  greatest  delight,  but  it 
was  not  without  great  terror  that  I  entered  the 
public  room  again.  Fortunatel5^  Gospodin  (Mr.) 
Kolpikoff  was  no  longer  there  ;  there  was  but  one 
waiter  in  the  room,  and  he  was  clearing  the  table. 
I  wanted  to  tell  the  waiter  what  had  happened, 
and  to  explain  to  him  that  I  was  not  at  all  to  blame  ; 
but  I  changed  my  mind  for  some  reason  or  other, 
and  returned  again  to  our  own  room  in  the  most 
gloomy  frame  of  mind. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  our  diplomat  ?  "  said 
Dubkoff,  "  he's  pr^^bably  deciding  the  fate  of 

Europe  now." 
"Oh,  let  me  alone,"  I  said  crossly,  as  I  turned 

away.  Then,  as  I  wandered  about  the  room,  I 
began  to  think,  for  some  reason,  that  Dubkoff  was 
not  a  nice  man  at  all.  And, as  for  his  eternal  jests, 

and  the  nickname  of  ''  diplomat,"  there  was  nothing 
amiable  about  them.  All  he  was  good  for  was  to 
win  money  from  Volodya,  and  to  go  to  some  aunt 
or  other.  And  there  was  nothing  pleasing  about 
him.  Everything  he  said  was  false  or  absurd,  and 
he  always  wanted  to  be  laughing.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  he  was  simply  stupid,  and  a  bad  man  to  boot* 
In  such  reflections  as  these  I  spent  five  minutes, 
feeling  more  and  more  inimical  towards  Dubkoff. 
But  Dubkoff  paid  no  attention  to  me,  and  this 
enraged  me  still  more.     I  even  got  angry  with 

i 
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Volodya  and  Dmitri  because  they  talked  to  him. 

"  Do  you  knovv  what,  gentlemen  ?  we  must  pour 
some  water  over  the  diplomat/'  said  Dubkoff 
suddenly,  glancing  at  me  with  what  seemed  to  me 
to  be  a  mocking,  and  even  treacherous,  smile  : 

**  he's  in  a  bad  way.  By  heavens,  but  he's  in  a 
state  !  " 

*'  You  need  to  be  ducked,  you're  in  a  bad  way 
yourself,"  I  retorted  with  an  angry  smile,  even 
forirettingthat  I  had  usually  addressed  him  as  ihou. 

This  answer  must  have  amazed  Dubkoff ;  but  he 
turned  away  from  me  indifferently,  and  continued 
his  conversation  with  Volodya  and  Dmitri. 

I  would  have  tried  to  join  in  the  conversation,  but 
I  felt  I  certainly  should  not  be  able  to  dissemble, 
and  I  again  retreated  to  my  corner,  where  I 
remained  until  our  departure. 

When  Vv^e  had  paid  the  bill,  and  were  putting  on 
our  overcoats,  Dubkoff  said  to  Dmitri,  "  Well, 
where  are  Orestes  and  P\dades  going.?  Home, 

probably,  to  converse  of  love.  We'll  find  out  about 
the  same  thing  from  our  dear  auntie  :  it's  better 
than  your  sour  friendship." 

*'  How  dare  you  talk  so,  and  ridicule  us  ?  "I  said, 
suddenly,  marching  up  to  him  and  gesticulating. 

^'  How  dare  j^ou  laugh  at  feelings  that  yo\i  don't 
understand?  I  won't  permit  it.  Silence!"  I 
shouted,  and  became  silent  myself,  not  knowing 
what  to  say,  and  panting  with  agitation.  Dubkoff 
was  amazed  at  first ;  then  he  tried  to  smile,  and 
took  it  as  a  joke  ;  but  finally,  to  m.y  extreme 
surprise,  he  became  serious,  and  lowered  his  eyes. 

"  I  am  not  ridiculing  you  and  your  feelings  in  the 
least  :  it's  only  my  way  of  talldng,"  he  said evasively. 

''  So  that's  it,"  I  shouted  ;  but  at  the  same  time  I 
A^^as  ashamed  of  myself,  and  sorry  for  Dubkoff, 
whose  handsome,  troubled  face  betrayed  genuine 
suffering. 

*'  WTiat's  the  matter  with  j^ou  ?  "  asked  Volodya 
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and  Dmitri  together.     "  Nobody  meant  to  insiill 

you." "  Yes,  he  did  mean  to  insult  me." 
''  That  brother  of  yours  is  a  saucy  gentleman," 

said  Dubkoff ,  just  as  he  went  out  of  the  door,  so  thaf! 
he  could  not  hear  what  I  might  say. 

•Possibly,  I  might  have  rushed  after  him,  and^ 

uttered  some  more  impertinent  speeches  i  but,  just' at  the  moment,  the  same  waiter  who  had  beeni 

present  at  my  affair  with  Kolpikoff  handed  me  my' 
coat,  and  I  immediately  calmed  down,  feigning! 

only  so  much  anger  in  Dmitri's  presence  as  was' 
indispensable,  in  order  that  my  instantaneous! 
tranquillity  might  not  seem  queer.  The  next  day,. 
Dubkoff  and  I  met  in  Volodya's  room.  We  did  not' 
allude  to  this  affair,  and  continued  to  address  eachi 

other  as  "  you;"  and  it  was  more  difficult  than  ever 
for  us  to  look  each  other  in  the  eye. . 

The  memory  of  my  quarrel  with  Kolpikoff,  who 
neither  on  that  day  nor  ever  afterwards  let  m.e 
''hear  from  him,"  was  frightfully  oppressive  and 
vivid  for  many  years.  I  writhed  and  screamed,  full 
five  years  later,  every  time  that  I  recalled  that 
unatoned  insult ;  and  comforted  myself  by 
remembering,  with  self-satisfaction,  how  manly  I 
had  afterwards  been  in  miy  affair  with  Dubkoff. 
It  was  only  very  much  later  that  I  began  to  regard 
the  matter  in  quite  a  different  light,  and  to  recall 
my  quarrel  with  Kolpikoff  with  comical  satis- 

faction, and  to  repent  of  the  undeserved  wound 
which  I  had  dealt  to  that  good  little  fellow,  Dubkoff. 

WTien  I  related  to  Dmitri  that  same  day  my 
encounter  with  Kolpikoff,  whose  appearance  I 
described  to  him  minutely,  he  was  very  much 
surprised. 

"  Yes,  it's  the  very  sam.e  fellow,"  said  he.  "  Just  ̂ 
imagine  !  that  Kolpikoff  is  a  well-knowh  scamp,  a ; 
card -sharper,  but,  most  of  all,  a  coward,  who  wasj 
driven  out  of  the  regiment  by  his  comrades  because! 

he  had  received  a  box  on  the  ear,  and  v/ould*liot* 
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fight.  WTiere  did  he  get  his  valour  ?  "  he  addedj 
with  a  kindly  smile,  as  he  glanced  at  me.  **  So  hc' 
didn't  say  anything  more  than  '  ill-bred  '  ?  " 

*'  No,"  I  replied,  reddening. 
**  It's  bad  ;  but  tliere's  no  harm  done  yet," Dmitri  said,  to  console  me. 
It  was  only  when  I  thought  this  affair  over 

quietly,  long  afterwards,  that  I  arrived  at  the 
tolerably  probable  inference  that  Kolpikoff,  feeling, 
after  the  lapse  of  many  years,  that  he  could  attack 
me,  had  taken  his  revenge  on  m^e,  in  the  presence 
of  the  beardless,  dark-complexioned  man,  for  the 
box  on  the  ear  which  he  liad  once  received,  just  as^ 

I  immediately  revenged  myself  for  his  expression'. *'  ill-bred  "  on  the  innocent  Dubkoff. 
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I  MAKE  PREPARATIONS  TO  PAY  SOME  CALLS 

IV/r  Y  first  thought,  on  waking  the  next  day,  was 
^^^  my  adventure  with  Kolpikoff.  Again  I 
roared  and  ran  about  the  room,  but  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  :  besides,  this  was  the  last  day^ 

I  was  to  spend  in  Moscow  ;  and,  by  papa's  orders,  I was  to  make  some  calls  which  he  had  himself  noted 
down  for  me.  The  solicitude  papa  showed  was  not 
so  much  on  the  point  of  morals  and  learning  as  on 
that  of  worldly  connections.  On  the  paper  was 

written  in  his  rapid,  pointed  hand  :  "  (i)  To  Prince 
Ivan  Ivanitch  without  fail ;  (2)  to  the  Ivins  without 
f^^i  J  (3)  to  Prince  Mikhailo ;  (4)  to  Princess 
Nekhliudoff  and  Madame  Valakhina  if  possible  ;  '* 
and,  of  course,  to  the  curator,  the  rector,  and  the 

professors. 
Dmitri  dissuaded  me  from  paying  these  last 

calls,  saying  that  not  only  were  they  unnecessary, 
but  would  even  be  improper  ;  but  all  the  rest 
must  be  made  to-day.  Of  these,  the  two  first 
calls,  against  which  without  fail  was  written, 
frightened  me  particularly.  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch 
was  general-in-chief ,  an  old  man,  wealthy  and  living 
by  himself ;  so  that  as  a  matter  of  course,  I,  a  young 
student  of  sixteen,  must  have  the  greatest  possible 
desire  to  cultivate  his  good  graces.  The  Ivins 
also  were  wealthy,  and  their  father  was  an  impor* 
tant  civil  official,  who  had  only  been  to  our  home 

once,  in  grandmamma's  day.  After  grandmamma's ; 
death,  I  observed  that  the  youngest  Ivin  avoided.' 

72 
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us,  and  seemed  to  put  on  airs.  The  eldest,  as  I 
knew  by  report,  had  already  completed  his  course 
in  law,  and  was  serving  in  Petersburg  ;  the  second 
(Sergiei),  whom  I  had  once  adored,  was  also  in 

Petersburg — a  big,  fat  cadet  in  the  Pages'  Corps. 
In  my  youth,  I  not  only  did  not  like  to  associate 
with  people  who  considered  themselves  above  me, 
but  such  intercourse  was  intolerably  painful,  in 
consequence  of  a  constant  fear  of  insult,  and  the 
straining  of  all  my  mental  faculties  to  the  end  of 
exhibiting  my  independence.  But,  as  I  was  not 

going  to  obey  papa's  last  orders,  I  must  smooth 
matters  over  by  complying  with  the  first.  I 
paced  my  chamber,  glancing  at  my  clothes,  which 
were  spread  out  upon  the  chairs,  at  my  dagger 
and  hat,  and  was  already  preparing  to  go,  when 
old  Giap  came  with  his  congratulations,  bringing 
Ilinka  with  him.  Father  Grap  was  a  Russianized 
German,  intolerably  mawkish  and  flattering,  and 
very  often  intoxicated.  He  generally  came  to  us 
simply  for  the  purpose  of  asking  for  something  ; 
and  papa  sometimes  allowed  him  to  sit  down  in 
his  study,  but  never  to  dine  with  us.  His  humility 
and  persistent  begging  were  so  intermingled  with 
a  certain  superficial  good-nature  and  familiarity 
with  our  house,  that  everybody  reckoned  it  as  a 
sort  of  merit  in  him  that  he  should  be  so  attached 
to  all  of  us  ;  but,  for  some  reason,  I  never  liked  him, 
and,  when  he  spoke,  I  always  felt  ashamed  for 
him. 

I  was  very  much  displeased  at  the  arrival  of 
these  guests,  and  I  made  no  effort  to  conceal  my 
displeasure.  I  had  become  so  accustomed  to  look 
down  upon  Ilinka,  and  was  so  used  to  consider 
that  I  was  perfectly  in  the  right  in  so  doing, 
that  it  was  rather  disagreeable  for  me  to  see  him 
a  student  like  myself.  It  struck  me,  too,  that  hcj 
was  rather  abashed,  in  my  presence,  by  thisil 
equality.  I  greeted  them  coldly,  and  I  did  not 
ask  them  to  sit  down,  because  I  was  ashamed  to 
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do  so,  thinking  that  they  might  do  it  without 
my  invitation  ;  and  I  ordered  my  carriage  to  be 
got  ready.  Ilinka  was  a  kind,  very  honourable, 
and  very  clever  young  man,  but  he  was  still  what 
is  called  a  man  of  caprice.  Some  extreme  mood 
was  always  coming  over  him,  and,  as  it  appeared, 
without  any  reason  w^hatever :  now  it  was  a 
weeping  mood,  then  an  inclination  to  laugh,  then 
to  take  offence  at  every  trifle.  And  now,  it  seemed, 
he  was  in  this  last  frame  of  mind.  He  said  nothing, 
glanced  angrily  at  me  and  his  father  ;  and  only 
when  he  was  addressed  did  he  smile,  with  the  sub- 

missive, constrained  smile,  under  which  he  was 
already  accustomed  to  hide  his  feelings,  and  especi- 

ally the  feeling  of  shame  for  his  father,  which  he 
could  not  help  feeling  in  our  presence. 

"  So,  sir,  Nikolai  Petrovitch,"  said  the  old  man, 
following  me  about  the  room  while  I  dressed,  and 
turning  the  silver  snuff-box,  which  grandmamma 
had  given  him,  slowly  and  respectfully  between 

his  fat  fingers ;  "as  soon  as  I  learned  from  my 
son  that  you  had  deigned  to  pass  an  excellent 
examination — for  your  cleverness  is  known  to  all — 
I  immediately  hastened  hither  to  congratulate 
you,  batiuscbka  ;  why,  I  have  carried  you  on  my 
shoulder,  and  God  sees  that  I  love  you  all  like 
relatives ;  and  my  Ilinka  is  always  begging  to 
be  allowed  to  come  to  you.  He,  too,  has  already 

become  accustomed  to  you." 
Meantime,  Ilinka  sat  in  silence,  by  the  window, 

apparently  gazing  at  my  three-cornered  hat,  and 
muttering  something  angrily,  and  almost  inaudibly. 

"  Now,  I  wanted  to  ask  you,  Nikolai  Petro- 
vitch,"  continued  the  old  man,  "  did  my  Ilinka 
pass  a  good  examination  ?  He  said  he  shotdd  be 
with  you,  and  you  would  not  leave  him  ;  you 
would  look  after  him,  and  advise  him." 

"  WTiy,  he  passed  a  very  fine  one,"  I  replied, 
glancing  at  Ilinka,  w^ho,  feeling  my  glance,  blushed 
and  stopped  moving  his  lips. 
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*'  And  can  he  pass  the  day  with  you  ?  "  said 
the  old  man,  with  a  timid  smile,  as  though  he 
were  very  much  afraid  of  me,  and  always  standing 
se  close  to  me,  whenever  I  halted,  that  the  odour 
of  wine  and  tobacco,  in  which  he  was  steeped, 
did  not  cease  for  a  single  second  to  be  perceptible 
to  me.  I  was  provoked  at  him  for  having  placed 
me  in  such  a  false  position  towards  his  son,  and 
because  he  had  diverted  my  attention  from  the 
irnportant  occupation  on  which,  at  that  moment, 
I  w^s  engaged,  namely,  dressing  ;  but  more  than 
an\^hing,  that  ever-present  odour  of  strong 
brandy  so  distracted  me,  that  I  replied,  very 
coldly,  that  I  could  not  remain  with  Ilinka,  as 
I  should  not  be  at  home  all  day. 

''  You  wanted  to  go  to  your  sister,  batiuschka," 
said  Ilinka,  smiling,  but  not  looking  at  me  ;  "  and 
I  have  something  to  do  besides."  I  was  still  more 
vexed  and  mortified,  and,  in  order  to  smooth  over 
my  refusal  I  hastened  to  impart  the  information 
that  I  should  not  be  at  home  because  I  must  call 
on  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch,  and  Princess  Kornakova, 
and  Ivin — the  one  who  held  such  an  important 
post — and  that  I  should  probably  dine  with 
Princess  Nekhliudova.  It  seemed  to  me  that  when 
they  learned  to  what  distinguished  houses  I  was 
going,  they  could  make  no  more  claims  upon  me. 
\\Tien  they  prepared  to  depart,  I  invited  Ilinka  to 
come  again  ;  but  Ilinka  only  muttered  something, 
and  smiled  with  a  constrained  expression.  It 
was  evident  that  his  feet  would  never  cross  my 
threshold  more. 

After  their  departure,  I  set  out  on  my  visits. 
Volodya,  whom  I  had  that  morning  invited  to 
accompany  me,  in  order  that  it  might  not  be  as 
av/kward  as  if  I  were  alone,  had  refused,  under  the 
pretext  that  it  would  be  too  sentimental  for  two 
brothers  to  ride  together  in  one  carriage. 



CHAPTER   XVIII 

THE   VALAKHINS 

Co  I  set  out  alone.  My  first  visit,  in  point  of 
^  locality,  was  to  the  Valakhins,  in  the 

;  Sivtzavoi  Vrazhok.  I  had  not  seen  Sonitchka  for 
three  years,  and,  of  course,  my  love  for  her  had 
vanished  long  ago;  but  a  lively  and  touching 
memory  of  that  past  childish  love  still  lingered 
in  my  soul.  It  had  happened  to  me,  in  the  course* 
of  those  three  years,  to  recall  her  with  such  force 
and  clearness,  that  I  shed  tears,  and  felt  myself 
in  love  again  ;  but  this  only  lasted  a  few  minutes, 
and  did  not  speedily  return. 

I  knew  that  Sonitchka  had  been  abroad  with  her 
mother,  where  they  had  remained  for  two  years, 
and  where,  it  was  said,  they  had  been  upset  in 

a  diligence,  and  Sonitchka's  face  had  been  badly 
cut  with  the  glass,  so  that  she  had  lost  her  good 
looks,  to  a  great  extent.  On  my  way  thither,  I 
vividly  recalled  the  former  Sonitchka,  and  thought 
of  how  I  should  find  her  now.  In  consequence  of 

her  two  years'  stay  abroad  I  fancied  her  extremely 
tall,  with  a  very  fine  figure,  serious  and  dignified, 
but  remarkably  attractive.  My  imagination  re- 

fused to  present  her  with  a  face  disfigured  with 
scars  :  on  the  contrary,  having  heard  somewhere 
of  a  passionate  lover  who  remained  faithful  to  the 
beloved  object,  in  spite  of  disfigurement  by  small- 

pox, I  tried  to  think  that  I  was  in  love  with  Sonitch- 
ka, in  order  that  I  might  have  the  merit  of  remain* 

ing  true  to  her  in  spite  of  her  scars.     On  the  whole, 

76  ' 
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when  I  drove  up  to  the  Valakhins'  house  I  was  not 
in  love,  but  having  set  old  memories  of  love  in 
motion,  I  was  well  prepared  to  fall  in  love,  and  was 
very  desirous  to  do  so  ;  the  more  so  as  I  had  long 
felt  ashamed  when  I  looked  at  all  my  enamoured 
friends,  because  I  had  left  their  ranks. 
The  Valakhins  lived  in  a  neat  little  wooden 

house,  the  entrance  to  which  was  from  the  court- 
yard. The  door  was  opened  to  me  at  the  sound 

of  the  bell,  which  was  then  a  great  rarity  in  Moscow, 
by  a  very  small  and  neatly  dressed  boy.  He  either 
did  not  understand  me,  or  did  not  want  to  tell  me 
if  the  family  were  at  home ;  and  leaving  me  in 
the  dark  vestibule,  he  ran  into  the  still  darker 
corridor. 

I  remained  alone  for  a  short  time  in  that  dark 
hall,  in  which  there  was  one  closed  door,  besides 
the  one  leading  to  the  corridor ;  and  I  wondered 
partly  at  the  gloomy  character  of  the  house,  and 
in  part  supposed  that  it  must  be  so  with  people 
who  had  been  abroad.  After  the  lapse  of  five 
minutes  the  door  to  the  hall  was  opened  from  the 
inside  by  the  same  boy,  and  he  led  me  to  the 
neatly  but  not  richly  furnished  drawing-room, 
into  which  Sonitchka  followed  me. 

She  was  seventeen.  She  was  very  short  in 
stature,  very  thin,  and  her  complexion  was  yellow- 

ish and  sickly-looking.  There  were  no  scars 
visible  on  her  face  ;  bur  her  charming,  prominent 
eyes,  and  her  bright,  good-natured,  merry  smile 
were  the  same  which  I  had  known  and  loved  in 
my  childhood.  I  had  not  expected  to  find  her 
like  this  at  all,  and  therefore  I  could  not  at  once 
pour  out  upon  her  the  feeling  which  I  had  prepared 
on  the  way.  She  gave  me  her  hand  in  the  English 
fashion,  which  was  then  as  much  of  a  rarity  as 
the  bell,  shook  my  hand  frankly,  and  seated  mc 
beside  her  on  the  sofa. 

''Ah,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  my  dear 
Nicolas !  *'  she  said.  g:azing:  into  mv  face  with  the 
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same  genuine  expression  of  pleasure  which  hei 

words  implied.  The  "my  dear  Nicolas,"  I 
observed,  was  uttered  in  a  friendly,  not  in  a  patron- 

izing, t-one.  To  my  amazement,  she  was  more 
simple,  sweet,  and  natural  in  her  manner  after 
her  trip  abroad  than  before.  I  observ^ed  two 
little  scars  near  her  nose,  and  on  her  forehead  ; 
but  her  wonderful  eyes  and  smile  were  perfectly 
true  to  my  recollections,  and  shone  in  the  old  way. 

"  How  you  have  changed  !  "  said  she  :  "  you 
have  quite  grown  up.  Well,  and  I — what  do  you 
think  of  me  ?  " 

"  Ah,  I  should  not  have  known  you,"  I  answered, 
although  at  that  very  time  I  w^as  thinking  that  I 
should  have  known  her  anywhere.  I  again  felt 
myself  in  that  care-free,  merry  mood  in  which, 
five  years  before,  I  had  danced  the  "  grandfather  " 
with  her  at  grandmamma's  ball. 

"  What,  have  I  grown  very  ugly  ?  "  she  asked, 
shaking  her  head. 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  you  have  grov/n 'taller,  you  are 
older,"  I  made  haste  to  reply  :  "  but  on  the  con- 

trary— and  even  " — 
"Well,  no  matter  :  I  remember  our  dances,  our 

games,  St.  Jer6me,  Madame  Dorat."  (I  did  not 
recollect  any  Madame  Dorat :  she  was  evidently 
carried  away  by  the  enjoyment  of  her  childish 

memories,  and  was  confounding  them.)  "Ah, 
that  was  a  famous  time  !  "  she  continued  ;  and  the 
same  smile,  even  more  beautiful  than  the  one  I 
bore  in  my  memory,  and  the  very  same  eyes, 
gleamed  before  m.e.  WTiile  she  was  speaking,  I 
had  succeeded. in  realizing  the  situation  in  which 
I  found  myself  at  the  present  moment,  and  I 
decided  that  at  the  present  moment  I  was  in  love. 
As  soon  as  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  this,  that 
instant  my  happy,  careless  m.ood  vanished,  a  dark 
:loud  enveloped  everything  before  me — even  her 
:iyes  and  smile — I  became  ashamicd  of  som^ething, 
[  turned  red,  and  lost  all  power  to  speak. 
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**  Times  are  different  now,"  she  went  on  with  a 
sigh,  elevating  her  brows  slightly  :    *'  everything 

i  is  more  serious  and  we  are  serious  ourselves  ;   are 

I  we  not,  Nicolas  ?  " 
I  could  not  answer,  and  gazed  at  her  in  silence. 
"Wliere  are  all  the  Ivins  and  Kornakoffs  of 

those  days  ?  Do  you  remember  ?  "  she  continued, 
looking  at  my  red  and  frightened  face  with  some 

curiosity  :    ''that  was  a  famous  time  I  " 
And  still  I  could  not  reply. 
The  entrance  of  the  elder  Valakhina  relieved  me 

of  this  uncomfortable  situation  for  a  time.  I 
rose,  bowed,  and  recovered  my  power  of  speech  ; 
but  in  turn,  a  strange  change  came  over  Sonitchka 

with  her  mother's  entrance.  All  her  gaiety  and 
naturalness  suddenly  disappeared,  her  very  smile 
v/as  different  ;  and  all  at  once,  with  the  exception 
of  being  rather  taller,  she  became  exactly  the  young 
lady  returned  from  abroad  which  I  had, imagined 
her  to  be.  It  seemed  as  though  there  was  no  reason 
for  this  change,  since  her  mother  smiled  just  as 
pleasantly,  and  all  her  movements  expressed  as 
much  gentleness,  as  of  old.  The  Valakhina* 
seated  herself  in  a  large  arm-chair,  and  indicated 
to  me  a  place  near  her.  vShe  said  something  to 
her  daughter  in  English,  and  Sonitchka  immediately 
left  the  room,  which  afforded  m.e  some  relief. 
The  Valakliina  inquired  after  my  relatives,  my 
brother,  and  my  father,  and  then  spoke  to  me  of 
her  ov/n  sorrow — -the  loss  of  her  husband — and 
finall^^  feeUng  that  there  was  nothing  to  say  to 

me,  she  looked  at  me  in  silence,  as  if  to  say,  "  If 
you  will  rise  now,  and  make  3'our  bow,  and  go 
2Lway,  you  will  be  doing  very  v/ell,  my  dear  fellov/." 
But  a  strange  thing  happened  to  me.  ̂   Sonitchka 
had  returned  with  her  work,  and  seated  herself 

*  A  lady's  surname  is  not  infrequently  used  thus,  without 
prefix.  The  feminine  form  has  been  used  throughout,  in 
preference  to  the  masculine  form  with  the  prefix  of 
•'  Madame  "  (as  Mrae.  Valakhin,  Kornakoif,  etc.),  for  the sake  of  illustrating  this  ooint. — Tr. 
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in  the  corner  of  the  room,  so  that  I  felt  her  glance 
fixed  upon  me.  WTiile  the  Valakhina  was  relating 
the  loss  of  her  husband,  I  once  more  remembered 
that  I  was  in  love,  and  thought  that  perhaps  the 
mother  guessed  it  ;  and  I  had  another  fit  of  shyness 
of  such  power  that  I  did  not  find  myself  in  a  con- 

dition to  move  even  a  single  limb  in  a  natural 
manner.  I  Icnew  that  in  order  to  rise  and  take 
my  departure,  I  should  be  obliged  to  think  where  to 
set  my  foot,  what  to  do  with  m.y  head,  what  with 
my  hand  :  in  one  word,  I  felt  almost  exactly  as 
I  had  felt  the  evening  before  after  drinking  half 
a  bottle  of  champagne.  I  had  a  presentiment 
that  I  could  not  get  through  with  all  this,  and 
therefore  could  not  rise  ;  and  I  actually  could  not. 
The  Valakhina  was  probably  surprised  when  she 
beheld  my  face,  as  red  as  cloth,  and  my  utter 
immovability ;  but  I  decided  that  it  was  better 
to  sit  still  in  that  stupid  attitude  than  to  risk 
rising  in  an  awkward  manner,  and  taking  my 
departure.  I  sat  thus  for  quite  a  long  time, 
expecting  that  some  unforeseen  circumstance 
would  rescue  me  from  this  position.  This  cir- 

cumstance presented  itself  in  the  person  of  an 
insignificant  young  man,  who  entered  the  room 
with  the  air  of  a  member  of  the  family,  and  bowed 
courteously  to  me.  The  Valakhina  rose,  excusing 
herself  on  the  ground  that  it  was  necessary  for 
her  to  speak  with  her  business  manager,  and 
looked  at  me  with  an  expression  of  surprise  which 

said,  "  If  you  want  to  sit  there  for  ever,  I  will 
not  drive  you  out."  I  made  a  tremendous  effort, 
and  rose,  but  was  no  longer  in  a  condition  to  make 
a  bow ;  and  as  I  went  out,  accompanied  by  the 
compassionate  glances  of  mother  and  daughter, 
I  knocked  against  a  chair  which  did  not  stand  in 
my  way  at  all ;  I  only  ran  against  it  because  my 
whole  attention  was  directed  upon  not  stumbling 
over  the  carpet  which  was  under  my  feet.  But 
once  in  the  open  air — ^where  I  writhed  and  growled 
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so  loudly  that  even  Kuzma  inquired  several  tinies, 

**  Wlial  is  your  wish  ?  " — ^this  feeling  disappeared  ; 
and  I  began  to  meditate  quite  calmly  ujwn  my 
love  for  Sonitchka,  and  her  relations  with  her 
mother,  which  stnick  me  as  singular.  Wlien  I 
afterward  communicated  my  observations  to  my 
father— that  Mme.  Valakhina  and  her  daughter 
were  not  on  good  terms — he  said  : 

*'  Yes,  she  torments  her,  poor  thing,  with  her 
strange  miserliness  ;    and   it's  odd   enough,"   he 
added,  with  a  stronger  feeling  than  he  could  have 

for  a  mere  relative.     "  How  charming  she  was, 
the  dear,   queer  woman  !     I   cannot   understand 
why  she  is  so  changed.     You  did  not  see  any 
secretary    there,    did    you  ?     What    a    singular 
fashion  it  is  for  Russian  ladies  to  have  secretaries  !  '* 
he  said  angrily,  walking  away  from  me. 

I  did  see  him,"  replied  I. 
Well,  he  is  good-looking  at  least  ?  " 
No,  he  is  not  at  all  good-looking." 
It's    incomprehensible,"    said    papa,    and   he 

shrugged  his  shoulders  angrily  and  coughed. 

"  Here  I  am  in  love,  too,"  I  thought  as  I  rode 
on  in  my  drozhky. 
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THE  KORNAKOFS 

npHE  second  call  that  I  made  was  on  the 
-*•  Kornakoffs.  They  lived  on  the  first  floor  of  a 

large  house  on  the  Arbata.  The  staircase  was 
very  showy  and  clean,  but  not  luxurious.  Every- 

where there  was  striped  carpet  fastened  on  to  the 
stairs  by  rods  of  polished  brass  ;  but  there  were 
neither  flowers  nor  mirrors.  The  hall,  over  whose 
brightly  polished  floor  I  passed  to  reach  the  draw- 

ing-room, v^as  also  forbidding,  cold,  and  neatly 
arranged  ;  everything  shone,  and  seemed  durable, 
although  not  at  all  new  ;  but  neither  pictures, 
curtains,  nor  any  other  species  of  adornmicnt  were 
anywhere  visible.  Several  Princesses  were  in  the 
drawing-room.  They  were  sitting  in  such  a  precise 
and  motionless  attitude  that  it  was  immediately 
perceptible  they  did  not  sit  in  this  fashion  when 
guests  were  not  present. 

"  Mamma  will  be  here  immediately,"  said  the 
eldest  of  them  to  m^e,  as  she  seated  herself  nearer 
me.  For  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  this  Princess 
engaged  me  in  a  very  easy  conversation,  and  she 
did  it  so  skilfully  that  the  conversation  never 
languished  for  a  mioment.  But  it  was  too  evident 
that  she  was  entertaining  me,  and  therefore  she 
did  not  please  me.  Among  other  things,  she  told 
me  that  her  brother  Stepan,  whom  they  called 

Etienne,  and  who  had  been  sent  to  the  Junkers' 
School,  hnd  already  been  promoted  lo  be  ?n 
officer.    When   she   spoke   of   her   brother,   and 82 
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especially  when  she  mentioned  that  lie  had  entered 

the  hussars  c gainst  his  mother's  wish,  she  put  on 
a  frightened  look  ;  and  all  the  Princesses,  who  sat 
there  in  silence,  put  on  the  same  frightened  faces. 

'Wnen  she  spoke  of  grandmamma's  death,  she  put on  a  sorrowful  look,  and  all  the  younger  Princesses 
did  the  same.  When  she  recalled  how  I  had 
struck  St.  Jerome,  and  how  I  had  been  led  off, 
she  lauglied,  and  showed  her  bad  teeth  ;  and  all 
the  Princesses  laughed,  and  showed  their  bad 
teeth. 

TTie  Princess  entered.  She  was  the  same  little 

dried-up  woman,  with  restless  eyes,  and  a  habit 
of  looking  at  other  people  w^hile  talking  with  one. 
She  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  raised  her  hand 

to  my  lips,  in  order  that  I  might  kiss  it  ;  w^hich 
I  should  not  otherwise  have  done,  not  supposing 
that  it  w^as  indispensable. 

"  How  glad  I  am  to  see  you  !  "  she  said,  .with  her 
usual  eloquence,  glancing  at  her  daughters.  "  Ah, 
how  like  his  mamma  he  is  !     Is  he  not,  Lise  ?  " 

Lise  said  that  it  was  so  ;  though  I  know,  for  a 
fact,  that  I  possessed  not  the  slightest  resemblance 
to  mamm.a, 

'*  And  how  tall  you  have  grown !  And  my 
Etienne  you  remember,  he  is  your  second  cousin 
— no,  not  your  second  ;  but  how  is  it,  Lise  ?  My 
mother  was  Varvara  Dmitrievna,  daughter  of 
Dmitri  Nikolaevitch,  and  your  grandniother  was 

Natalya  Nikolaevitch." 
*'  Then  he  is  our  cousin  german,  mamma,"  said 

the  eldest  Princess. 

*'  Oh,  you  are  mixing  things  all  up,"  cried  the 
Princess  angrily  "  It's  not  cousin  german  at  all, 
but  second  cousin — children  of  cousins  ;  that's 
what  you  and  my  dear  little  Etienne  are.  He's 
an  officer  already  :  did  you  know  it  ?  But  it's 
not  weU  in  one  respect  :  he  has  too  m.uch  liberty. 

You  young  people  must  be  kept  in  hand  ;  that's 
how  it  is !     You  will  not  be  angry  vvith  me,  vour 
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old  aunt,  if  I  tell  you  the  truth  ?  I  brought  up 

Etienne  strictly,  and  I  think  that's  the  proper 
way  to  do. 

**  Yes,  that's  the  relationship  between  us,"  she 
went  on.  "  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch  was  my  uncle, 
and  your  mother's  uncle.  So  we  were  cousins  to 
your  mamma,  and  not  second  cousins.  Yes, 

that's  it.  Now,  tell  me.  Have  you  been  to 
Prince  Ivan's  ?  " 

I  said  that  I  had  not  been  there  yet,  but  should 
go  that  day. 

"  Ah  !  how  is  that  possible  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 
"  That  should  have  been  your  veiy  first  call.  Why, 
you  know  that  Prince  Ivan  is  just  the  same  as  a 
father  to  you.  He  has  no  children,  so  his  only 
heirs  are  you  and  my  children.  You  must  revere 
him  on  account  of  his  age,  and  his  position  in 
the  world,  and  everything.  I  know  that  you 
young  people  of  the  present  generation  think 
nothing  of  relationship,  and  do  not  like  old  people ; 
but  you  must  obey  me,  your  old  aunt ;  for  I 
love  you,  and  I  loved  your  mammja,  and  your 
grandmother,  too,  I  loved  and  respected  very, 
very  much.  Yes,  you  must  go  without  fail. 

You  certainly  m.ust  go." 
I  said  that  I  certainly  would  go,  and  as  the  call 

had  already  lasted  long  enough,  in  my  opinion, 
I  rose,  and  m.ade  a  motion  to  go  ;  but  she  detained 
me. 

"  No,  wait  a  minute. — ^Where  is  your  father, 
Lise  ?  Call  him  here. — He  will  be  so  glad  to  see 
you,"  she  continued,  turning  to  me. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  Prince  Mikhailo  actually 
entered.  He  was  a  short,  stout  man,  very  negli- 

gently dressed,  unshaven,  and  with  such  an  ex- 
pression of  indifference  on  his  countenance  that  it 

approached  stupidity.  He  was  not  at  all  glad 
to  see  me  ;  at  all  events,  he  did  not  express  any- 

thing of  the  sort.  But  the  Princess,  of  whom  he 
was  evidently  very  much  afraid,  said  to  him — I 
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"  Waldemar  (she  had  plainly  forgotten  my  name) 
is  very  like  his  mother,  is  he  not  ?  "  and  she  made 
such  a  signal  with  her  eyes  that  the  Prince  must 
have  divined  her  wish,  for  he  came  up  to  mic, 
and,  with  the  most  apathetic  and  even  dissatisfied 
expression  of  countenance,  presented  his  unshaven 
cheek  to  me,  which  I  was  forced  to  kiss. 

"  But  you  are  not  dressed,  and  you  must  go^ 
instantly,"  the  Princess  began  at  once  to  say  to 
him,  in  an  angry  tone,  which  was  evidently  her 
usual  one  with  members  of  her  household.  "  You 
want  to  prejudice  people  against  you  again,  to 

make  people  angry  with  you  again  !  " 
"  At  once,  at  once,  matiuschka,"  said  Prince 

Mikhailo,  and  departed.  I  bowed,  and  departed 
also. 

I  had  heard  for  the  first  time  that  we  were  heirs 
of  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch,  and  this  news  struck, 
me  unpleasantly. 
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me  still  more  to  think  of  that  im- 
pending, indispensable  visit .  But  before  I  went 

to  the  Prince,  I  had  to  stop  at  the  Ivins'  on  the  way. 
They  lived  on  the  Tversky  Boulevard,  in  a  large 
and  handsome  house.  It  was  not  without  timidity 
that  I  drove  up  to  the  state  entrance,  at  which 
stood  a  porter  with  a  cane. 

I  asked  him  if  the  family  v/as  at  home. 

"Whom  do  you  wish  to  see  ?      The  general's 
son  is  at  home,"  said  the  porter. 

And  the  general  himself  ?  " 
I  will  inquire.    Whom  shall  I  announce  ?  " 

said  the  porter,  and  rang. 

A  footman's  legs,  clad  in  gaiters,  appeared  upon 
the  stairs.  I  felt  so  much  alarmed,  I  do  not  myself 
know  why,  that  I  told  the  footman  that  he  was 
not  to  announce  me  to  the  general,  and  that  I 

would  go  first  to  the  general's  son.  When  I  went 
upstairs,  along  that  great  staircase,  it  seemed  to 
me  that  I  became  frightfully  small  (and  not  in  the 
figurative,  but  in  the  actual,  sense  of  the  word). 
I  had  experienced  the  same  sensation  when  my 
4rozhky  drove  up  to  the  grand  entrance ;  it  had 
seemed  to  me  that  the  drozhky  and  the  horse 

and  the  coachman  became  small.  The  general's 
son  was  lying,  fast  asleep,  upon  a  sofa,  with  an 
open  book  before  him,  when  I  entered  the  room. 
His  tutor,  Herr  Frost,  who  still  rem.ained  in  the 
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house,  followed  me  into  the  room,  with  his  active 
step,  and  woke  up  his  pupil.  Ivin  did  not  exhibit 
any  especial  delight  at  the  sight  of  me,  and  I  ob- 

served that  he  looked  at  my  eyebrows  while  he  was 
talking  Although  he  was  very  polite,  it  seemed  ta 
me  that  he  was  entertaining  me  exactly  as  the 
Princess  had  done,  and  that  he  felt  no  particular- 
attraction  towards  me,  and  did  not  need  my 
acquaintance,  since  he  probably  had  his  own 
different  circle  of  acquaintances.  All  this  I 
imagined,  principally  because  he  gazed  at  my  eye- 

brows. In  a  word,  his  relations  to  me,  however 
disagreeable  it  might  be  to  mie  to  confess  it,  were 
almost  exactly  the  same  as  mine  to  Ilinka.  I 
began  to  get  irritated  ;  I  caught  every  look  of 
Ivin's  on  the  fly,  and  when  his  eyes  and  Frost's 
met,  I  translated  his  question  :  "  And  why  has 
he  come  to  us  ?  " 

After  talking  with  me  for  a  short  time,  Ivia 
said  that  his  father  and  mother  were  at  home, 
and  would  I  not  like  to  go  with  him  and  see  them  ? 

"  I  will  dress  myself  at  once,''  he  added,  going into  another  room,  although  he  was  certainly 
very  well  dressed  already — in  a  new  coat  and  a 
white  waistcoat.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came  back 
in  his  uniform,  completely  buttoned  up,  and  we 
went  downstairs  together.  The  state  apartments 
which  we  passed  through  were  extremely  lofty,^ 
and  apparently  very  richly  furnished  ;  there  was 
marble  and  gilding,  and  something  wrapped  up 
in  muslin,  and  mirrors.  Madame  Ivina  entered 

the  small  room  behind  the  drawing-room  through 
another  door,  at  the  same  time  that  we  did.  She 
received  me  in  a  very  friendly  manner,  like  a  re- 

lative, gave  me  a  seat  beside  her,  and  inquired 
with  interest  about  all  our  fam.ily. 

Mme.  Ivina,  of  whom  I  had  only  caught  a  couple 
of  fleeting  glimipses  previous  to  this,  pleased  me 
very  much  now  that  I  looked  at  her  attentively,. 
She  was  tall,  thia.  very  white,  and  seemed  always 
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melancholy  and  exhausted.  Her  smile  was  ead, 
but  extremely  kind  ;  her  eyes  were  large,  weary, 
and  not  quite  straight,  which  gave  her  a  still  more 
melancholy  and  attractive  expression.  She  did 
not  sit  exactly  bent  over,  but  with  her  whole 
Txxiy  limp,  and  all  her  movements  were  languishing. 
She  spoke  languidly,  but  the  sound  of  her  voice, 
and  her  indistinct  utterance  of  r  and  /,  were  very 
pleasing.  She  did  not  entertain  me.  My  answers 
about  my  relatives  evidently  afforded  her  a  melan- 

choly interest,  as  though,  while  listening  to  mc, 
she  sadly  recalled  better  days.  Her  son  went  off 
somewhere  ;  she  gazed  at  me  in  silence  for  a  couple 
of  minutes,  and  all  at  once  she  began  to  cry.  I 
sat  there  before  her,  and  could  not  think  of  anything 
whatever  to  say  or  do.  She  went  on  crying,  and 
never  looked  at  me.  At  first  I  was  sorry  for  her  ; 

Ihen  I  thought,  "  Ought  I  not  to  comfort  her, 
and  how  mnst  it  be  done  ?  "  and  finally  I  became 
vexed  at  her,  for  placing  me  in  such  an  awkward 

position.  "  Have  I  such  a  pitiful  appearance  ?  " 
I  thought,  *'  or  is  she  doing  this  on  purpose  to 
find  out  how  I  will  behave  imder  the  circum- 

stances ?  " 
"It  is  awkward  to  take  leave  now,  it  will  seem 

as  though  I  am  running  away  from  her  tears/' I  continued  to  reflect.  At  last  I  n  oved  about  on 
my  chair  to  remind  her  of  my  presence. 

"  Oh,  how  stupid  I  am  !  '*  she  said,  glancing  at 
me,  and  tiying  to  smile  ;  "  there  are  days  when  one 
weeps  without  any  cause  whatever." She  began  to  search  for  her  handkerchief,  beside 
her  on  the  sofa,  and  all  at  once  she  broke  out  crying 
harder  than  ever. 

"Ah,  my  heavens  !  how  ridiculous  it  is  for  me 
to  cry  so  !  I  loved  your  mother  so,  we  were  such 
— ^friends — and  " — 

She  found  her  handkerchief,  covered  her  face 
with  it,  and  went  on  crying.  My  awkward  position 
'was  renewed,  and  lasted  for  quite  a  long  while. 
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Her  tears  seemed  genuine,  and  I  kept  thinking 
that  she  was  not  weeping  so  much  because  of  my 
mother,  as  because  things  did  not  suit  her  now, 
but  had  been  much  better  at  some  time  in  former 
days.  I  do  not  know  how  it  would  have  ended, 
had  not  young  Ivin  entered  and  said  that  old 
Ivin  was  asking  for  her.  She  rose,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  going,  when  Ivin  himself  entered  the 
room.  He  was  a  small,  stout,  grey-haired  gentle- 

man, with  thick  black  brows,  perfectly  grey^ 
close-cut  hair,  and  an  extremely  stem  and  firm 
expression  of  countenance. 

I  rose  and  saluted  him  ;  but  Ivin,  who  had  three 
stars  on  his  green  coat,  not  only  did  not  respond 
to  my  greeting,  but  hardly  so  much  as  glanced, 
at  me,  so  that  I  all  at  once  felt  that  I  was  not  a 
man,  but  some  sort  of  thing  which  was  not  worthy 
of  notice — an  arm-chair  or  a  window,  or,  if  a  man, 
then  such  a  one  as  is  not  distinguished  in  any  way 
from  an  arm-chair  or  a  window. 

"  You  haven't  written  to  the  Countess  yet,  my 
dear,"  he  said  to  his  wife  in  French,  with  an 
apathetic  but  firm  expression  of  countenance. 

"Farewell,  Mr,  Irteneff,"  said  Mme.  Ivina  to- 
me, inclining  her  head  rather  haughtily  all  at  once, 

and  gazing  at  my  eyebrows  as  her  son  had  done. 
I  bowed  once  more  to  her  and  her  husband,  and 
again  my  salute  acted  upon  the  elder  Ivin  exactly 
as  the  opening  or  shutting  of  a  window  would  have 
done.  But  Ivin  the  student  accompanied  me  to 
the  door,  and  told  me  on  the  way  that  he  was 
going  to  be  transferred  to  the  Petersburg  univer- 

sity, because  his  father  had  received  an  appoint- 
ment there  (and  he  mentioned  a  very  important 

position). 

*'Well,  as  papa  likes,"  I  muttered  to  myself 
as  I  seated  myself  in  my  drozhky  :  '*  but  my  feet 
will  never  enter  there  again.  That  whiner  cries 
when  she  looks  at  me,  just  as  though  I  were  some 

miserable  creature  ;  and  Ivin  is  a  pig,  and  doesn'^ 
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bow  to  me.  I'll  give  him  " — ^what  I  wanted  to 
give  him,  I  really  do  not  know,  but  those  were 
the  words  which  occurred  to  me. 

I  was  often  obliged  afterwards  to  endure  my 
father's  exhortations,  and  he  said  that  it  was 
indispensable  to  ''  cultivate "  this  acquaintance, 
and  that  I  could  not  require  a  man  in  such  a  position 

as  Ivin's  to  pay  attention  to  such  a  boy  as  I ; 
but  I  preserved  my  resolution  for  a  long  time. 

I 
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PRINCE    IVAN    IVAN  ITCH 

'•  IVrOW  for  the  last  call  on  the  Nikitskaya/" 
-*^  ̂      I  said  to  Kuzrra,  and  we  rolled  away  ta 

Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch's  house. 
Afrer  having  gone  through  several  calling 

experiences,  I  had  acquired  self-reliance  by  prac- 
tice ;  and  now  I  was  about  to  drive  up  to  the 

Prince's  in  a  tolerably  composed  frame  of  mind, 
when  I  suddenly  recalled  the  words  of  Princess 
Komakova,  to  the  effect  that  I  was  his  heir  ; 
moreover,  I  beheld  two  equipages  at  the  entrance, 
and  I  felt  my  former  timidity  again. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  the  old  porter  who  opened 
the  door  for  me,  and  the  footman  who  took  off 

my  coat,  and  the  three  ladies  and  the  two  gentle- 
men whom  I  found  in  the  drawing-room,  and  Prince 

Ivan  Ivanitch  himself  in  particular,  who  was 
sitting  on  the  sofa  in  a  plain  coat — it  seemed  to 
me  that  they  all  looked  upon  me  as  the  heir, 
and  therefore  with  ill-will.  The  Prince  was  very 
friendly  with  me  :  he  kissed  me,  that  is  to  say, 
he  laid  his  soft,  dry,  cold  lips  against  my  cheek 
for  a  moment,  inquired  about  my  occupations  and 
plans,  jested  with  me,,  asked  if  I  still  wTOte  verses 

like  those  which  I  had  wTitten  for  mj?-  grand- 
mother's name-day,  and  said  that  I  must  remiain 

and  dine  with  him  that  day.  But  the  more 
courteous  he  was,  the  miore  it  seemed  to  me  as 
though  he  wanted  to  pet  me  only  to  prevent  my 
perceiving  how  disagreeable  to  him  was  the  thought 
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that  I  was  his  heir.  He  had  a  habit — arising 
from  the  false  teeth  with  which  his  mouth  was 

filled — of  raising  his  upper  lip  towards  his  nose 
after  he  had  said  anything,  and  uttering  a  slight 
snort,  as  though  he  were  drawing  his  lip  into  his 
nostrils  ;  and  when  he  did  this  on  the  present 
occasion,  it  seemed  to  me  as  though  he  were  saying 

to  himself,  "  Little  boy,  little  boy,  I  know  it 
without  your  reminding  me  of  it :  you  are  the  heir, 
the  heir,"  and  so  on. 
When  we  were  children,  we  had  called  Prince 

Ivan  Ivanitch  ''  uncle  "  :  but  now,  in  my  capacity 
of  heir,  my  tongue  could  not  bring  itself  to  say 

"  uncle  "  to  him,  and  it  seemed  to  m.e  humiliating 
to  call  him  "  your  excellency,"  as  one  of  the 
gentlemen  present  did  ;  so  that,  during  the  entire 
conversation,  I  tried  not  to  call  him  anything  at 
all.  But  what  abashed  me  most  of  all  was  the  old 

Princess,  who  w^as  also  one  of  the  Prince's  heirs, 
and  lived  in  his  house.  During  the  whole  course 
of  dinner,  at  which  I  was  seated  beside  the  Princess, 
I  fancied  that  the  Princess  did  not  address  me 
because  she  hated  m.e  for  being  also  an  heir  of 
the  Prince  as  well  as  herself  ;  and  that  the  Prince 
paid  no  attention  to  our  side  of  the  table  because 
Ave — ^the  Princess  and  I — ^were  heirs,  and  equally 
repulsive  to  him. 

"  Yes ;  you  can't  believe  how  disagreeable  it 
was  for  me,"  I  said  that  same  evening  to  Dmitri, 
desiring  to  brag  to  him  of  my  feeling  of  repugnance 
to  the  thought  that  I  was  an  heir  (this  sentiment 

seemed  very  fine  to  me) — "how  disagreeable  it 
was  for  me  to  pass  two  whole  hours  at  the  Prince's 
to-day.  He  is  a  very  fine  man,  and 'was  very 
polite  to  me,"  said  I,  wishing,  among  other  things, 
to  impress  my  friend  with  the  fact  that  what  I 
^aid  was  not  in  consequence  of  having  felt  humili- 

ated before  the  Prince ;  "  but,"  I  continued, 
^'  the  thought  that  they  might  look  upon  me  as  they 
do  upon  the  Princess  who  lives  in  his  house,  and 
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behaves  in  such  a  servile  way  towards  him,  is 
frightful.  He  is  a  wonderful  old  man,  and  ex- 

tremely kind  and  delicate  withal,  but  it  is  painful 
to  see  how  he  maltreats  that  Princess.  Tliis 
disgusting  money  ruins  all  intercourse  ! 

"'  Do  you  know,  I  think  it  would  be  much  better 
to  explain  myself  clearly  to  the  Prince,"  said  I — 
*•  to  tell  him  that  I  revere  him  as  a  man,  but  that 
I  am  not  thinking  of  his  inheritance,  and  that  I 
beg  him  not  to  leave  me  anything,  and  that  under 

that  condition  only  will  I  go  to  his  house/' 
Dmitri  did  not  laugh  when  I  told  him  this  : 

on  the  contrary,  he  became  thoughtful,  and,  after 
a  silence  of  several  minutes,  he  said  to  me — 

*'  Do  you  know  what  ?  You  are  not  in  the  right. 
Either  you  should  not  suppose  at  all  that  people 
can  think  of  j^ou  as  of  your  Princess  :  or  else, 
if  you  do  already  suppose  it,  then  you  should 
carry  your  suppositions  farther  ;  that  is,  to  the 
effect  that  you  know  what  people  may  think  of 
you,  but  that  such  thoughts  are  so  far  from  your 
intentions  that  you  scorn  them,  and  will  do  nothing 
which  could  justify  them.  Now,  suppose  that 
they  suppose  that  you  suppose  this — But,  in 
short,"  he  added,  conscious  that  he  was  involving 
himself  in  his  reflections,  "it's  much  better  not 
to  suppose  it  at  all." 

My  friend  was  quite  right.  It  was  only  later, 
much  later,  that  I  was  convinced  from  my  experi- 

ence of  life  how  injurious  it  is  to  think,  and  how 
much  more  injurious  to  utter,  much  which  seems 
very  noble,  but  which  should  remain  for  ever 
hidden  from  all  in  the  heart  of  each  indi\ddual 
man  ;  and  how  rarely  noble  words  accom.pany 
noble  deeds.  I  am  convinced  that  the  very  fact 
that  a  good  intention  has  been  announced  renders 
the  execution  of  this  good  intention  more  difl&cult 
and  generally  impossible.  But  how  restrain  the 
utterance  of  the  nobly  self-satisfied  impulses  of 
youth  ?     One    only    recollects    them    afterwards. 
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and  mourns  over  them  as  over  a  flower  which  did 

not  last — which  one  has  plucked  ere  it  had  opened^ 
and  afterwards  finds  upon  the  ground,  withered 
and  trampled  on. 

I,  who  had  just  told  my  friend  Dmitri  that  m.oney 
ruined  intercourse,  borrowed  twenty-five  roubles 
of  him,  which  he  offered  me  the  next  miOrning^ 
before  our  departure  to  the  country,  v^hen  I  found 
that  I  had  w^asted  all  my  own  money  on  divers 
pictures  and  pipe-stems ;  and  then  I  remained 
in  his  debt  a  very  long  time  indeed^ 
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AN   INTIMATE   CONVERSATION   WITH    MY  FRIEND. 

/^UR  present  conversation  arose  in  the  phaeton 
v^  on  the  road  to  Kuntzovo.  Dmitri  had  dissuaded 
me  from  calling  on  his  mother  in  the  morning  ;  but 
he  came  to  me,  after  dinner,  to  carry  me  off  for 
the  whole  afternoon,  and  even  to  pass  the  night 
at  the  country-house  where  his  family  lived.     It 
was  only  when  we  had  emerged  from  the  city, 
and  the  dirty,  motley  streets  and  the  intolerably 
deafening  sound  of  the  pavements  had  been  ex- 

changed for  the  broad  view  of  the  fields  and  the 
soft  rattle  of  the  wheels  along  the  dusty  road,  and 
the  fragrant  spring  air  and  the  sense  of  space  had 
seized  hold  of  me  from  all  sides— it  was  only  then 
that  I  recovered  my  senses  in  some  degree  from  the 
various    new    impressions    and    consciousness   of 
freedom  which  had  quite  confused  me  for  the  last 
two  days.     Dmitri  was  gentle  and  sympathetic  ; 
he  did  not  adjust  his  neckerchief  with  a  jerk  of  his 
head,  or  screw  his  eyes  up.     I  was  satisfied  with 
the  lofty  sentiments  which  I  had  communicated 
to  him,  supposing  that,  in  consideration  of  them, 
he  had  quite  forgiven  my  shameful  affair  with 
Kolpikoff,  and  would  not  despise  me  for  it  ;   and 
we  conversed,  in  a  friendly  waj^  of  many  intimate 
things  which  friends  do  not  talk  to  each  other  about 
under  all  circumstances.    Dmitri  told  me  about 
his  family,  whom  I  did  not  know  as   yet — about 
his  mother,  his  aunt,  his  sister,  and  about  the 

3< 
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person  whom  Volodya  and  Dubkof  considered  my 

friend's  passion,  and  called  the  liUle  red-head. 
He  spoke  of  his  mother  with  a  certain  cool,  trium- 

phant praise,  as  though  to  forestall  any  objection 
on  that  subject ;  he  expressed  enthusiasm  with 
regard  to  his  aimt,  but  with  some  condescension  ; 
of  his  sister,  he  said  very  little,  and  seemed  ashamed 
to  talk  to  me  about  her  ;  but  as  for  the  little 

red-head,  whose  name  was  really  Liubov*  Ser- 
gieevna,  and  who  was  an  elderly  maiden  lady^ 

living  in  the  Nekhliudoffs'  house  in  some  position^ 
I  was  ignorant  of,  he  spoke  to  me  of  her  with 
animation. 

"  Yes,  she  is  a  wonderful  girl,"  said  he,  blushing 
modestly,  but,  at  the  same  time,  looking  me 

boldly  in  the  eye.  "  She  is  no  longer  a  young 
girl :  she  is  even  rather  old,  and  not  at  all  pretty  ; 
but  how  stupid,  how  senseless  it  is  to  love  beauty  I 
I  cannot  understand  it,  it  is  so  stupid  (he  spoke 
as  if  he  had  but  just  discovered  a  perfectly  new 
and  remarkable  truth),  but  she  has  such  a  soul, 
such  a  heart,  such  principles,  I  am  convinced 
that  you  will  not  find  another  such  girl  in  this 

present  world."  (I  do  not  know  why  Dmitri  had 
acquired  the  habit  of  saying  that  everything 
good  was  rare  in  this  present  world  ;  he  was  fond 
of  repeating  this  expression,  and  it  seemed  to 
become  him.) 

'^  I  am  only  afraid,"  he  continued  calmly,  after 
having  already  annihilated  with  his  condemnation 
people  who  had  the  stupidity  to  love  beauty, 

*•  I  am  afraid  that  you  will  not  soon  comprehend 
her,  and  learn  to  know  her.  She  is  modest, 
even  reserved  ;  she  is  not  fond  of  displaying  her 
fine,  her  wonderful  qualities.  There  is  mamma, 
who,  as  you  will  see,  is  a  very  handsome  and 
intelligent  woman ;  she  has  known  Liubov 
Sergieevna  for  several  years,  and  can  not  and  will 
not  understand  her.  Even  last  night  I — I  will 

♦Love  :  not  an  uncommon  feminine  Christian  name. 
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tell  3'ou  why  I  was  o\  t  of  spirits  when  you  asked 
iiio.  The  day  before  yesterday,  Liubov  Sergieevna 
w^anted  me  to  go  with  her  to  Ivan  Yakovlevitch — 
you  have  certainly  heard  of  Ivan  Yakovlevitch, 
who  is  said  to  be  crazy,  but,  in  rcrdity,  is  a  remark- 

able man.  Liubov  Sergieevna  is  very  religious, 

I  must  tell  you,  and  understands  Ivan  Yakov^- 
levitch  perfectly.  She  frccjuently  goes  to  see  him, 
talks  with  him,  and  gives  him  money  for  his  poor 
people,  which  she  has  earned  herself.  She  is  a 
wonderful  v»oinan,  as  you  will  see.  Well,  so  I 
v.Ciit  with  her  to  Ivan  Yakovlevitch,  and  was 
very  grateful  to  her  for  having  seen  that  remarkable 
man.  But  mamma  never  will  understand  this, 
and  regards  it  as  superstition.  Last  night  I  had 
a  quarrel  with  my  mother,  for  the  first  time  in 

my  life,  and  a  rather  hot  one,"  he  concluded, 
with  a  convulsive  movement  of  the  neck,  as  though 
in  memory  of  the  feeling  which  he  had  experienced 
during  this  quarrel. 

"  Well,  and  what  do  you  think  ?  That  is, 
how  do  you  fancy  it  will  turn  out  ?  or  do  you  talk 
w  ith  her  of  how  it  is  to  be,  and  how  your  love  and 

friendship  will  end  ?  "  I  inquired,  wishing  to  divert 
him  from  unpleasant  memories. 

"  You  mean  to  ask,  whether  I  think  of  marrying 
her  ?  "  he  inquired,  reddening  again,  but  turning 
and  looking  me  boldly  in  the  face. 

'"Well,  ill  fact,"  I  thought,  tranquillizing  my- 
self, ''  it's  nothing  :  we  are  grown  up  ;  we  two 

friends  are  riding  in  this  phaeton,  and  discussing 
our  future  life.  Anyone  would  enjoy  listenirg 

and  looking  at  us  now,  unseen." 
"  Whv  not  ?  "  he  went  on,  after  my  answer 

in  the  affirmative.  "  It  is  my  aim,  as  it  is  the  aim 
of  every  right -minderl  man,  to  be  happ}^  and  good. 
so  far  as  that  is  possi!>le  ;  and  with  her,  if  she  will 
onlv  have  it  so,  I  shall  be  happier  and  better 
than  with  the  greatest  beouty  in  the  world,  as  soon 

as  I  am  entirely  independent." D 
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Engaged  in  such  discourse,  we  did  not  observe 
that  we  had  arrived  at  Kuntzovo,  that  the  sky 
clouded  over,  and  that  it  was  preparing  to  rain. 
The  sun  shone  not  very  high  on  the  right,  above 
the  ancient  trees  of  the  Kuntzovo  garden,  and 
half  of  its  brilliant  red  disc  was  covered  with  grey, 
slightly  luminous  clouds ;  broken,  fiery  rays 
escaped  in  bursts  from  the  other  half,  and  lighted 
up  the  old  trees  of  the  garden  with  striking  bril- 

liancy, as  their  dense  green  motionless  crov.rs 
shone  in  the  illuminated  spot  of  azure  sky.  The 
glow  and  the  light  of  this  side  of  the  heavens 
strongly  contrasted  with  the  heavy  purplish  cloud 
which  lay  before  us  above  the  young  birches 
which  were  visible  on  the  horizon. 

A  little  farther  to  the  right,  behind  the  bushes 
and  trees,  we  could  already  see  the  multi-coloured 
roofs  of  the  buildings  of  the  villa,  some  of  which 
reflected  the  brilliant  rays  of  the  sun,  w^hile  som^e 
assum^ed  the  melancholy  character  of  the  other 
half  of  the  heavens.  Below,  on  the  left,  the 
motionless  pond  gleamed  blue,  and  the  pale  green 
willows  surrounding  it  were  reflected  in  its  di?]l 
and  seemingly  swollen  surface.  Beyond  the  pond, 
halfway  up  the  hill,  stretched  a  black  steaming 
field  ;  and  the  straight  line  of  green  which  divided 
it  in  the  mJddle  ran  off  into  the  distance,  and 
ended  on  the  threatening,  lead-coloured  horizoii. 
On  both  sides  of  the  soft  road,  along  which  the 
phaeton  rolled  Vvith  regular  motion,  luxuriant 
tangled  rye  stood  out  sharply  in  its  verdure, 
and  was  already  beginning  to  develop  stalks  here 
and  there.  The  air  was  perfectly  calm,  and  ex- 

haled freshness  ;  the  branches  of  the  trees,  the 
stalks  of  the  rye,  vvcre  all  motionless  and  clean 
and  shiny.  It  seemed  as  though  every  leaf, 
every  blade  of  grass,  were  living  its  ov/n  free, 

happjT',  individual  life.  Beside  the  road,  I  espied 
a  blackish  foot-path,  which  wound  amid  the  dark- 
green^  rye,  which  was  now  more  than  a  quarter 
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grown  ;  and  this  path,  for  some  reason,  recalled 
the  country  to  me  with  special  vividness  ;  and^ 
in  consequence  of  my  thoughts  of  the  country^ 
by  some  strange  combination  of  ideas,  it  reminded 
me  with  special  vividness  of  Sonitchka,  and  that 
I  was  in  love  with  her. 

In  spite  of  all  my  friendship  for  Dmitri,  and  the 
pleasure  which  his  frankness  afforded,  me,  I  did 
not  want  to  know  any  more  about  his  feelings  and 
intentions  with  regard  to  Liubov  Sergieevna  ; 
but  I  wanted,  without  fail,  to  inform  him  of  my 
love  for  Sonitchka,  which  seemed  to  me  love  of 
a  much  higher  type.  But,  for  some  reason,  I 
could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  tell  him  directly 
my  ideas  of  how  fine  it  would  be,  when,  having 
married  Sonitchka,  I  should  live  in  the  country, 
and  how  I  should  have  little  children  who  would 

C€-eep  about  the  floor  and  call  me  papa,  and  how delighted  I  should  be  when  he  and  his  wife,  Liubov 
Sergieevna,  came  to  see  me  in  their  travellirg 
dress  :  but  in  place  of  all  this,  I  pointed  a.t  the 

setting  sun.^    "  See,  Dmitri,  how  charming  it  is  !  '" Dmitri  said  nothing,  being  apparently  displeased 
that  I  had  replied  to  his  confession,  which  had 
probably  cost  him  some  pain,  by  directing  his 
attention  to  nature,  to  which  he  v/as,  in  general,, 
rather  indifferent.  Nature  affected  him  very 
differently  from  what  it  did  me  :  it  affected  hirn 
not  so  much  by  its  beauty  as  by  its  interest  ; 
he  loved  it  with  his  mind,  rather  than  with  his 
feelings. 

"  I  am  very  happy,''  I  said  to  him  after  this,, 
parang  no  heed  to  the  fact  that  he  was  evidently 
occupied  with  his  own  thoughts,  and  was  quite 
indifferent  to  whatever  I  might  s2Ly  to  him  ;  "I 
believe  I  told  you  about  a  young  lady  with  whom 
I  was  in  love  v/hen  a  child  ;  I  have  seen  her  again: 

to-day,"  I  continued  with  enthusiasm,  "  and  now 
I  am  decidedly  in  love  with  her." 

And  I  told  him  about  my  love,  and  all  my  plans 
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for  connubial  bliss  in  the  future,  in  spite  of  1]  c 
expression  of  indifference  which  still  lirgeicd  on 
his  face.  And,  strange  to  say,  no  sooner  hr d  I 

minutely  described  all  the  strength  of  my  feeli-  g, 
than  it  began  to  decrease. 

The  rain  overtook  us  just  after  we  had  entered 
the  birch  avenue  leading  to  the  villa.  I  only 
knew  that  it  was  raining  because  a  few  drops  fell 
upon  my  nose  and  hand,  and  something  pattered 
on  the  j^oung,  sticky  leaves  of  the  birches,  which, 
lowering  their  curling  motionless  branches,  seemed 
to  receive  these  pure,  transparent  drops  of  water 
with  real  delight,  which  was  expressed  by  the  stroi  g 

perfume  with  which  they  filled  the  avenue.  Vv'e descended  from  the  calash,  in  order  to  reach 
the  house  more  quicklj/  by  running  through  the 
garden.  But  just  at  the  entrance  to  the  house 
we  encountered  four  ladies,  two  of  whom  had  some 
work,  the  third  a  book,  and  the  other  was  approach- 

ing from  another  direction  with  a  little  dog, 
at  a  rapid  pace.  Dmitri  immediately  presented 
me  to  his  mother,  sister,  aunt,  and  Liubov  Ser- 
gieevna.  They  stopped  for  a  moment,  but  the 
rain  began  to  descend  faster  and  faster. 

"  Let  us  go  to  the  veranda,  and  you  shall  in- 
troduce him  to  us  again  there,"  said  the  one 

whom  I  took  to  be  Dmiitri's  miOther  ;  and  w^e 
ascended  the  steps  with  the  ladies. 
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A  T  first  sight,  among  all  this  company  the  one 
•^^  who  struck  me  most  was  Liubov  Sergieevna, 
who  momited  the  steps  last  of  all,  in  thick  knitted 
shoes,  holding  in  her  arms  a  Bolognese  spaniel  ; 
and,  halting  twice,  gazed  attentively  at  me  and 
immediitely  afterwards  kissed  her  dog.  She  was 
very  ngly,  red-haired,  thin,  short,  and  rather 
one-sided.  What  rendered  her  homely  face  even 
plainer  was  her  queer  manner  of  parting  her  red 
hair  upon  one  side  (one  of  those  coiffures  which 
bald  women  invent  for  themselves).  Try  as  I 
would,  out  of  a  desire  to  please  niy  friend,  I  could 
pot  discover  a  single  good  feature  in  her.  Even 
her  brown  eyes,  although  tliey  expressed  good 
nature,  were  too  small  and  dull,  and  decidedly 
Tirfy  ;  even  her  hands,  those  guides  to  character, 
tiiough  not  large,  and  not  bad  in  shape,  were  red 
and  rough. 
When  I  followed  them  on  the  terrace,  each  one 

of  the  ladies,  except  Varenka,  Dmitri's  sister, 
who  only  surveyed  me  attentively  with  her  large 
dark-grey  eyes,  said  a  few  words  to  me  before 
they  resumed  their  several  occupations ;  but 
Varenka  began  to  read  aloud  from^  the  book  which 
she  held  on  her  knee,  using  her  finger  as  a  marker. 

Princess  Marya  Ivanovna  v/as  a  tall,  stately 
woman  of  forty.  She  might  have  been  taken  for 
more,  judging  by  the  curls  of  half-grey  hair  which 10 1 
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were  frankly  displayed  beneath  her  cap.  But  sIk 
seemed  much  younger,  on  account  of  her  frcsli 
and  delicate  face,  which  was  scarcely  Vvrinklod 
at  all,  and  particularly  from  the  lively,  merry 

gleam  of  her  large  e3'es.  Her  eyes  were  brown, 
and  very  well  opened  ;  her  lips  were  too  thin, 
and  somewhat  stern  ;  her  nose  was  sufficiently 
regular,  but  a  little  to  the  left  side  ;  there  were  no 
rings  on  the  long  fingers  of  her  large,  almost 
masculine  hands.  She  wore  a  dark-blue  dress, 
high  at  the  neck  and  fitting  tightly  to  her  elegant 
and  still  youthful  figure,  of  which  she  was  evidently 
proud.  She  was  sitting  remarkably  upright,  srd 
sewing  som.e  garment.  When  I  had  entered  the 
veranda  she  took  my  hand,  drew  m.e  towards  her 
as  though  desirous  of  viewing  m.e  more  closely,. 
and  said,  as  she  looked  at  me  with  the  same  cold, 
open  gaze  which  her  son  also  possessed,  that  she 

had  long  knov/n  m.e  from  Dmiitri's  accounis  cf 
me,  and  that  she  had  invited  m.e  to  spend  a  whole 
day  with  them,  in  order  tliat  she  might  bv'^come 
better  acquainted  v/ith  me.  ''  Do  v^^hatever  yen 
like,  without  minding  us  in  the  least,  just  as  vve 
shall  put  no  constraint  on  ourselves  because  of 
you.  Vv^alk,  read,  listen,  or  sleep,  if  that  amuses 
you  more,"  she  added. 

Sophia  Ivanovna  was  an  elderly  spinster,  and 

the  Princess's  youngest  sister,  but  from  her  looks 
she  seemed  older.  She  had  that  peculiar  build, 
full  of  character,  which  is  only  m,et  with  in  plum;p 
short  old  maids  who  wear  corsets.  It  was  as  if 
all  hor  health  had  risen  upwards  with  such  force 
that  it  threatened  every  mom^ent  to  suffocate  her. 
Her  little  fat  hands  could  not  meet  beneath  the 
projecting  point  of  her  bodice,  and  the  tightly 
stretched  point  itself  she  could  not  see.  There  wt.& 
a  strong  family  resemblance  between  the  sisters, 
in  spit^e  of  the  fact  that  Marya  Ivanovna  had  black 
hair  and  black  eyes,  and  Sophia  Ivanovna  was  a 

blonde  v/ith  large,  lively,  and  at  the  same  tijQ-<? 
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calm,  blue  eyes  (which  is  a  great  rarity).     They had  the  same  expression,  the  same  nose,  and  the 
same  lips,  only  Sophia  Ivanovna's  nose  and  lips \vere  tliicker,  \\liile  her  nose  turned  to  the  right 
side  when  she  smiled,  just  as  the  Princess's  turned 
to  the  left.     Sophia  Ivanovna,  judging  from  her 
dress  and  coiffure,  evidently  tried  to  appear  still 
young,  and  would  not  have  displayed  her  grey 
curls  if  she  had  had  any.     Her  looks  and  her 
treatment  of  me  seemed  to  me  extremely  haughty 
from  the  very  first  moment,  and  they  embarrassed 
me  ;   while  with  the  Princess,  on  the  other  hand, 
I  felt  perfectly  at  my  ease.     Possibly  it  was  her 
stoutness,  and  a  certain  likeness  in  her  figure  to 
the  portrait  of  Catherine  the  Great  which  struck 
me  in  her,  that  gave  her  that  haughty  aspect 
in  my  eyes  ;   but  I  was  thoroughly  abashed  v/hen 
she  said  to  me,  gazing  at  me  intently  the  while, 
''The   friends   of   our   friends   are   our   friends." 
I  only  regained  my  composure,  and  changed  my 
opinion  of  her  entirely,  when,  after  uttering  these 
words,  she  paused  a  while,  and  then  opened  her 
mouth,  and  sighed  heavily.     It  m.ust  have  been 
on  account  of  her  stoutness  that  she  had  a  habit 
of  sighing  deeply  after  saying  a  few  words,  opening 
her  mouth  a  little,  and  rolling  her  large  blue  eyes. 
So  much  amiable  good-nature  was  expressed  by this  habit,  for  some  reason  or  other,  that  after  that 
sigh   I  lost  all  fear  of  her,  and  she  pleased  me 
extremely.     Her  eyes  were  charming,  her  voice 
melodious   and   pleasing ;     even   the    excessively 
rounded  lines  of  her  form  seemed  to  me  at  that 
period  of  my  youth  not  devoid  of  beauty. 

Liubov  Sergieevna,  as  the  friend  of  my  friend, 
vrould  (I  supposed)  immediately  say  something 
extremely  friendly  and  confidential  to  me,  and  she 
even  gazed  at  m.e  quite  a  long  while  in  silence 
as  if  in  indecision  as  to  v>-hether  vrhat  she  meant 
to  say  to  me  were  not  too  friendly  ;  but  she  only 
broke  the  silence  in  order  to  inquire  in   what 
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faculty  I  was.  Then  she  gazed  at  ire  pgi.  is 
intently  for  a  long  while,  evidently  hcsitatihg 
whether  to  utter  or  not  to  utter  some  confidentic  1, 
friendly  \\ord  ;  and  I,  perceiving  this  doubt, 
besorght  her  by  the  expression  of  my  countenance 

to  tell  me  all ;  but  she  said,  "  They  say  that  very 
little  attention  is  paid  to  science  in  the  universities 

nowadays,"  and  called  her  little  dog  Suzette. 
Liubov  Sergieevna  talked  the  whole  evening 

in  the  same  sort  of  phrases,  which,  for  the  rrost 
part,  fitted  neither  the  matter  in  hand  nor  earh 
other  ;  but  I  believed  so  firmly  in  Dmitri,  and  he 
looked  so  anxiously  first  at  me  and  then  at  her  the 
whole  evening  with  an  expression  that  asked^ 

"  Well,  what  (^o  you  think  ?  " — ^that,  as  it  fre- 
quently happens,  although  I  was  already  con- 

vinced in  my  own  soul  that  there  was  nothirg  zo 
very  special  about  Liubov  Sergieevna,  I  was  very 
far  from  expressing  my  thoughts  even  to  myself. 

Finally,  t h e  last  member  of  th is  fa  mily ,  Varen ka , 
was  a  very  plump  girl  of  sixteen. 

The  only  pretty  things  about  her  were  her 
great  dark-grey  eyes,  with  an  expression  which 
united  mirth  and  c:.lm  observation,  and  v.hidi 

were  very  like  her  aunt's  eyes;  her  very  kogo 
blonde  braid  of  hair  ;  and  an  extremely  soft  ai  d 
pretty  hand. 

"  Perhaps  it  bores  you,  Mr.  Nicolas,  to  list'^n  to 
the  middle  of  this,"  said  Sophia  Ivanovna  with  her 
good-natured  sigh,  turning  over  "^he  pieces  of  a 
i  arment  whicu  she  was  engaged  in  sev  :ng.  Ti  e 
reading  had  come  to  an  erd  by  this  time-  tecause 
Dmitri  had  g<:ne  off  somewhere. 

**  Or  perhaps  ycu  Lave  already  read  *R(b 

Roy  '  ?  " At  that  time  I  considered  it  m.y  duty,  simply 

because  I  wore  a  student's  uniform,  to  reply  wit li 
great  intelligence  and  crighuility  without  fail  to 
every  question,  however  simple,  from  people 
whom  I  did  not  know  very  well  ;  and  I  regarded 
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it  as  the  greatest  disgrace  to  make  brief,  clear 
replies  like  ''yes"  and  ''no,"  "it  is  tiresome," 
'*it  is  pleasant,"  and  the  like.  Glancing  at  my fashionable  new  trousers,  and  at  the  brilliant 
buttons  on  my  coat  I  rephed  that  I  had  not  read 
*'  Rob  Roy,"  but  that  it  was  very  interesting  to me  to  listen  to  it,  because  I  preferred  to  read  books 
from  the  middle  instead  of  from  the  )3eginning. 

"It  is  twice  as  interesting  :  you  can  guess  at 
what  has  happened,  and  what  will  happen,"  I 
added  with  a  self-satisfied  smile. 

The  Princess  began  to  laugh  a  kind  of  unnatural 

laugh  (I  afterwards  obser^'ed  that  she  had  no  other 
laugh). 

"But  this  must  be  correct,"  srad  she.  "And 
shall  you  remain  here  long,  Nicolas  ?  You  will 
not  take  offence  that  I  address  you  without  the 

monsieur  ?    When  are  you  going  away  ?  " 
"  I  do  not  know  ;  to-morrow  perhaps,  and  pos- 

sibly we  may  stay  quite  a  long  time,"  I  replied  for 
some  reason  or  other,  although  we  must  certainly 
go  on  the  morrow. 

"  I  should  have  liked  you  to  remain,  both  for 
our  sakes  and  for  Dmitri's,"  remarked  the  Princess, 
gazing  into  the  distance  ;  "  friendship  is  a  glorious 
thing  at  your  age," 

I  felt  that  they  were  all  looking  at  me,  desirous 
of  hearing  what  I  would  saj^  although  Varenka 

pretended  that  she  was  inspecting  her  aunt's 
work.  I  felt  that  I  was  undergoing  examination 
after  a  fashion,  and  that  I  must  show  off  as  favour- 

ably as  possible. 

"  Yes,  for  me,"  said  I,  "  Dmitri's  friendship 
is  useful ;  but  I  cannot  be  useful  to  him,  he  is  a 

thousand  times  better  than  I."  (Dmitri. could  not 
iiear  what  I  was  sajing,  otherwise  I  should  have 
been  afraid  that  he  would  detect  the  insincerity 
of  my  words.) 

The  Princess  laughed  again  ̂ uth  the  unnatural 
laugh  which  was  natural  to  her. 
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"  Well,  but  to  hear  him  talk,"  said  she,  "  it  is 
you  who  are  a  little  monster  of  perfection/' 

"  '  A  monst-er  of  perfection,'  that's  capital,  I 
must  remember  that,"  I  thought. 

"  However,  leaving  you  out  of  the  case,  he  is 
a  mxaster-hand  at  that,"  she  went  on,  lowering 
her  voice  (which  was  particularly  agreeable  to  me), 
and  indicating  Liubov  Sergieevna  with  her  eyes» 

''  He  has  discovered  in  his  poor  little  aunt  "  (that 
^^as  what  they  called  Liubov  Sergieevna),  "  whom 
I  have  known,  with  her  Suzette,  for  twenty  years^ 
such  perfections  as  I  never  even  suspected. — 
Varya,  order  them  to  bring  m-e  a  glass  of  water," 
she  added,  glancing  into  the  distance  again, 
having  probably  discovered  that  it  was  rather 
early,  or  not  at  all  necessary,  to  initiate  me  into 

family  affairs  :  ''or,  better  still,  let  him  go.  He 
has  nothing  to  do,  and  do  you  go  on  reading. 
Go  straight  out  by  that  door,  my  friend,  and  after 
you  have  proceeded  fifteen  paces  halt,  and  say 

in  a  loud  voice,  '  Piotr,  take  Marya  Ivanovna  a 
glass  of  ice-water  ! '  "  she  said  to  me,  and  again 
she  laughed  lightly  with  her  unnatural  laugh. 

"  She  certainly  wants  to  discuss  m^e,"  I  thought, 
as  I  left  the  room  :  *'  probably  she  wants  to  say^ 
that  she  has  observed  that  I  am  a  very,  very 

intelligent  young  man."  But  I  had  not  gone 
fifteen  paces  when  fat  and  panting  Sophia  Ivanovna 
overtook  m.e  with  light  swift  steps. 

"  Thanks,  mon  cher,"  said  she  :  "  I  am  going 

there  myself,  and  I  will  fetch  it." 



CHAPTER   XXIV  • 

LOVE 

COPHIA  IVANOVNA,  as  I  afterwards  learned, 
*^     was  one  of  those  somewhat  rare  women,  who, 
though  born  for  family  Hfe,  have  been  denied  this 
happiness  by  fate,   and  who,  in   consequence  of 
this  denial,  decide  all  at  once  to  pour  out  all  the 
treasure  of  love  which  has  been  stored  up  so  long, 
which  has  grown  and  strengthened  in  their  hearts, 
upon   certain   chosen   favourites.     And   the   store 
is  so  inexhaustiJDle  among  old  maids  of  this  sort, 
that,  although  the  chosen  ones  are  many,  m^uch 
love   still   remains,    which    they    pour    out   upon 
all  about  them,  on  all  the  good  and  bad  people 
with  whom  they  com.e  in  contact  in  life. 

There  are  three  kinds  of  love  : — 
(i)     Beautiful  love  ; 
{2)     Self-sacrificing  love  ;  and 
(3)     Active  love. 
I  do  not  speak  of  the  love  of  a.  young  man  for 

a  young  girl,  and  hers  for  him  :  I  fear  these 
tendernesses,  and  I  have  been  so  unfortunate  in 
life  as  never  to  have  seen  a  single  spark  of  truth 
in  tliis  species  of  love,  but  only  a  lie,  in  which 
sentiment,  connubial  relations,  money,  a  desire 

to  bind  or  to  unbind  one's  hands,  have  to  such  an 
extent  confused  the  feeling  itself,  that  it  has  been 
impossible  to  disentangle  it.  I  am  speaking  of  the 
love  for  man,  which,  according  to  the  greater  or 
lesser  power  of  soul,  concentrates  itself  upon  one, 
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upon  several,  or  pours  itself  out  upon  many  ; 
of  the  love  of  mother,  father,  brother,  children,, 
for  a  comrade,  friends,  fellow-countrymen — in 
short,  of  love  for  humanity. 

Beautiful  love  consists  in  love  of  the  beauty  of 
the  sentiment  itself,  and  its  expression.  For 
people  who  love  thus,  the  belov^  object  is  beloved 
only  inasmuch  as  it  arouses  that  agreeable  senti- 

ment, in  the  consciousness  and  expression  of 
which  they  delight.  People  who  love  with  beauti- 
ful  love  do  not  consider  reciprocity  one  of  the 
conditions  or  as  having  any  influence  upon  the 
beauty  and  pleasure  of  the  sentiment.  They 
frequently  change  the  objects  of  their  love,  as  their 
chief  aim  consists  simply  in  having  the  agreeable 
feeling  of  love  constantly  excited.  In  order  to 
preserve  this  pleasing  sentiment  in  themselves^ 
they  talk  incessantly  of  their  affection  in  the  most 
elegant  terms,  both  to  the  subject  of  it,  and  ta 
everyone  else,  even  to  those  who  have  no  concern 
whatever  with  this  love.  In  our  country,  people 
of  a  certain  class,  who  love  beautifully,  not  only 
talk  about  their  love  to  everj^one,  but  infallibly 
discuss  it  in  French.  It  is  a  queer  and  a  strange 
thing  to  say  ;  but  I  am  convinced  that  there 
have  been  and  still  are  many  people  of  distinguished 
society,  especially  women,  whose  love  for  their 
friends,  their  husbands,  and  their  children,  would 
be  instantly  annihilated  if  they  were  but  forbidden 
to  speak  of  it  in  French. 

The  second  species  of  love — ^self-sacrificing  love — 
consists  in  love  of  the  process  of  immolating  one- 

self for  the  beloved  object,  without  any  regard 
to  whether  the  beloved  object  is  the  better  or  the 

worse  for  these  sacrifices.  *' There  is  nothing  so 
disagreeable  that  I  would  not  do  it  in  order  to 
prove  my  devotion  to  the  whole  world,  and  to 

him  or  to  her.''  That  is  the  formula  of  this  species 
of  love.  People  who  love  thus  never  believe  in 
reciprocity    (because    it    is   more    meritorious    to 
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sacrifice  oneself  for  a  person  wlio  dees  not  under- 
stand   one),   and   are   always  sirklv,    wiiich    als(j 
hei2;htens   the    merit   t  f   the   sacriAi  e  ;    they   are 

constant,  for  the  n:ost  part,  becaust>  it  wc.uld  be 
hard  for  them  to  Icse  the  merit  of  those  sacrifices 

wliich   they  have  made   irr  the  beloved  object  ; 
thev  are  always  ready  to  r2ic  to  prove  to  him  or  her 

the' extent  of' their  devotion,  but  thev  despise  the little  evervdav  demonstrations  of    love  which  do 

not    require    special    <  utbursts    of     self-sacrifice. 
It  makes  no  diifference  to  them  whether  yon  have 
eaten  or  slept  well,  whether  you  are  cheery,  or 

whether  ycu^are  in  health,  and\hey  do  nothing  to procure   you   those   comforts   if   they   are   witliin 
their  power;    but  to  stand  in  front  of  a  cannon, 
to  fling  themselves  into  the  water  or  the  fire,  to 
go  into  a  decline  for  love — they  are  always  ready 
to  do  this  if  the  opportunity  only  presents  itself. 

Moreover,  people  wlio  are  inclined  to  self-sacrificing 
love    are   alwavs    proud   of    their   love,   exacting, 
jealous,  distrustful ;    and,  strange  to  say,  desire 
danger  for  the  loved  one,  that  they  may  rescue 
him  from  his  misfortune,  that  they  may  comfort 
liim — ^and  even  vices,   that  they  may  reform  him. 

You  are  living  in  the    country  with  your  wife, 

who    loves    you    with    self-sacrificing    love.     You 
are  well,  calm,  you  have  occupations  which  you 
like  ;   your  loving  wife  is  so  weak  that  she  cannot 
busy  herself  with  the  management  of  the  household, 
v/hich  is  confided  to  the  hands  of  domestics,  nor 

with  the  children,  who  are  in  the  hands  of  nurses, 

nor  with  anything  she  might  have  loved,  because 
she  loves  nothing  but  you.     She  is  visibly  ill,  but, 
not  wishing  to  pain  you,  she  will  not  mention  this 
to  vou  ;    she  is  plainly  bored,  but  for  your  sake 

she' is  ready  to  be  bored  all  her  life.     The  fact  that 
you   are   so   intently   occupied   with   your   affairs 
(whatever  thev  may  be,  hunting,  books,  farming, 
service),  is  visibly  killing  her  ;   she  sees  that  these 
occupations  are  ruinirg  you,  but  she  holds  her 
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peace,  and  suffers.  But  now  you  fall  ill.  Your 
loving  wife  forgets  her  illness  for  you,  and  in  spite 
of  your  prayer  that  she  will  not  torment  herself 
for  nothing,  she  sits  by  your  bedside,  and  will  not 
leave  it ;  and  you  feel  her  sympathetic  glance 

upon  you  every  second,  saying,  "  Whatever  I 
said,  it  makes  no  difference  to  me,  I  will  not  leave 

you."  In  the  morning  you  are  a  little  better, 
and  you  go  to  another  room.  The  room  is  not 
warmed,  nor  put  in  order  ;  the  soup,  which  is 
the  only  thing  you  can  eat,  has  not  been  ordered 
from  the  cook  ;  the  m.edicine  has  not  been  sent 
for  ;  but  your  poor,  loving  wife,  exhausted  by  her 
vigil,  gazes  at  you  with  the  same  expression  of 
sympathy,  walks  on  tiptoe,  and  gives  the  servants 
confused  and  unaccustomed  orders  in  a  whisper. 
You  want  to  read  :  your  loving  wife  tells  you 
\vith  a  sigh  that  she  knows  you  will  not  listen  to  her, 
that  you  will  be  angry  with  her,  but  she  is  used  to 
that — it  is  better  for  you  not  to  read.  You 
want  to  walk  across  the  room  :  you  had  better 
not  do  it.  You  want  to  speak  to  a  friend  who  has 
arrived  :  it  is  better  for  you  not  to  talk.  You 
have  fever  again  in  the  night,  and  you  want  to 
forget  yourself ;  but  your  loving  wife,  pale, 
haggard,  sighing  from  time  to  time,  sits  opposite 
you  in  an  arm-chair,  beneath  the  dim  light  of  the 
night-lamp,  and  arouses  in  you  a  feeling  of  irrita- 

tion and  impatience  at  the  slightest  sound  or  move- 
ment. You  have  a  servant  who  has  lived  with  you 

for  twenty  years,  to  whom,  you  are  accustomed, 
who  serves  you  admirably  and  satisfactorily 
because  he  has  slept  sufficiently  during  the  day, 
and  receives  wages ;  but  she  will  not  permit 
him  to  wait  upon  you.  She  will  do  everything 
with  her  own  weak,  unskilled  fingers,  v/hich  you 
cannot  avoid  watching  with  repressed  vexation, 
when  those  white  fingers  strive  in  vain  to  uncork 
a  phial,  to  extinguish  a  candle,  to  pour  out  your 
oiedicine,    or    when    they    touch   you    peevishly. 
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ii  you  are  an  impatient,  hot-tempered  man,  and 
beg  her  to  go  away,  you  hear  her  with  your 
irritated,  sickly  sense  of  hearing,  sighing  and  crying 
outside  the  door,  and  whispering  something  to 
your  man  ;  and  finally,  if  you  do  not  die,  your 
loving  wife,  who  has  not  slept  all  the  twenty 
nights  during  which  your  sickness  lias  lasted 
(as  she  repeats  to  you  incessantly),  falls  ill,  gees 
into  a  decline,  suffers,  and  becomes  still  less  capable 
of  any  occupation,  and,  by  the  timie  you  are  in 
a  normal  condition,  expresses  her  love  of  self- 
sacrifice  only  by  a  gentle  ennui  v;hich  involuntarily 
communicates  itself  to  you,  and  to  all  about  ycu. 
The  third  sort — active  love — consists  in  the 

endeavour  to  satisfy  all  the  needs,  desires,  whims, 
vices  even,  of  the  beloved  object.  People  who  love 
thus,  always  love  for  life  :  for  the  more  they  love,, 
the  more  they  know  the  beloved  object,  and  the 
easier  it  is  for  them  to  love  ;  that  is,  to- satisfy  his 
desires.  Their  love  is  rarely  expressed  in  words  ; 
and,  if  expressed,  it  is  not  with  self-satisfaction ^ 
eloquently,  but  shamefacedly,  awkwardly,  for  they 
are  always  afraid  that  they  do  not  love  sufficiently. 
They  seek  reciprocity,  even  willingly  deceiving 
them,selves,  believe  in  it,  and  are  happy  if  they 
have  it ;  but  they  love  all  the  sam.e,  even  under 
the  opposite  conditions,  and  not  only  desire  happi- 

ness for  the  beloved  object,  but  constantly  strive 
to  procure  it  for  him  by  all  the  moral  and  material,, 
the  great  and  the  petty  means  which  are  in  their 

power. 
And'  it  was  this  active  love  for  her  nephew,  for her  sister,  for  Liubov  Sergieevna,  for  mie,  even,, 

because  Dm.itri  loved  me,  which  shone  in  the  eyes,. 
in  every  word  and  miovement,  of  Sophia  Ivanovna. 

It  was  only  much  later  that  I  estimated  Sophia. 
Ivanovna  at  her  full  worth  ;  but  even  then  the 
question  occurred  to  me,  Why  did  Dmitri,  who  was 
trying  to  understand  love  in  a  totally  different 
fashion  from  what  was  usual  with  young  men,. 
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and  who  liad  always  before  his  ej^es  this  sweet, 
affectionate  Sophia  Ivanovna,  suddenly  fall  in 
love  with  that  incomprehensible  Liubov  Ser- 
gieevna,  and  only  admit  that  his  aunt  also  possessed 
good  qualities  ?  Evidently,  the  saying  is  just : 

^'  A  prophet  has  no  honour  in  his  own  countty." 
One  or  two  things  must  be  :  either  there  actually 
is  more  evil  than  good  in  every  man,  or  else  man 
is  more  accessible  to  evil  than  to  goodo  He  had 

not  known  Liubov  Sergieevna  long,  but  his  aunt's 
love  he  had  experienced  ever  since  his  birth. 



CHAPTER  XXV 

WE    BECOME   BETTER   ACQUAINTED 

^  'V/^HEN  I  returned  to  the  veranda,  they  were  not ^  ̂      speaking  of  me  at  all,  as  I  had  supposed  : 
but  Varenka  was  not  reading  ;    and,  ha\ing  laid 
.^side  her  book,  she  was  engaged  in  a  warm  dispute 
with  Dm.itri,  who  was  pacing  up  and  down,  settling 
liis  neck  in  his  neckerchief,  and  screwing  up  his 

eyes.     The  subject  of  their  qu?crrel  seemed  -to  be 
Ivan    Yakovlevitch    and    superstition  ;     but    the 
quarrel  was  so  fiery,  that  the  real  but  unmentioned 
cause  could  not  fail  to  be  a  different  one,  and  one 
which  touched  the  whole  family  more  nearly.    The 
Princess  and  Liubov  Sergieevna  sat  silent,  listening 
to  every  word,  evidently  desirous  at  times  to  take 
part  in  the  discussion,  but  restraining  themselves, 
and  allowing  themselves  to  be  represented,  the  one 
by    Varenka,    the    other    by    Dmitri.    When    I 
entered,    Varenka   glanced   at   me   with   such   an 
expression  of  indifference  that  it  was  plain  that  the 
dispute  interested  her  deeply,  and  that  it  made  no 
difference  to  her  whether  I  heard  v;hat  she  said  or 

not.     The  Princess,  who  evidently  was  on  Varenka 's 
side,  wore  the  sam.e  expression.     But  Dmitri  began 
to  dispute  with  even  greater  heat  in  my  presence  ; 
and  Liubov  Sergieevna  seemed  excessively  fright- 

ened at  my  appearance,  and  said,  without  address- 

ing anvone  in  particular,    "  Old  people  say  truly  : 
If  youth  knew,  if  old  age  had  the   power  ''   {si jeimesse  savait,  si  vieillesse  pouvait). 

"3 
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But  this  adage  did  not  put  an  end  to  the  dispute, 
and  onty  prompted  the  thought  in  me  that  Liubov 
Sergieevna  and  mj^  friend  were  in  tl:e  wrong. 
Although  I  felt  rather  awkward  at  being  present  at 
a  petty  family  quarrel,  it  w^as  nevertheless  pleasant 
to  observe  the  real  relations  of  the  family,  which 
were  exhibited  in  consequence  of  the  debate  ;  and  I 
felt  that  my  presence  did  not  prevent  their  exhibit- 

ing themselves. 
It  often  happens  that  you  see  a  family  for  years 

under  the  same  deceitful  veil  of  propriety,  and  the 
true  relations  of  the  members  remain  a  secret  to  you . 
(I  have  even  observed,  that,  the  m.ore  impenetrable 
and  ornamental  the  curtain,  the  coarser  are  the 
genuine  relations  which  are  concealed  from  you.) 
Then  it  comes  to  pass  som.e  da}^  quite  unexpectedly, 
that  there  arises  in  this  family  circle  a  question, 
often  apparently  trivial,  either  concerning  some 
blonde,  or  a  visit,  or  the  husband's  horses  :  and, 
without  any  visible  cause,  the  quarrel  grows  more 
and  more  violent,  the  space  beneath  the  curtain 
becomes  too  contracted  for  a  settlement,  and  all  at 
once,  to  the  terror  of  the  wranglers  tliemselves,  and 
to  the  amazement  of  those  present,  all  the  real, 
coarse  relations  creep  cut ;  the  curtain,  w^hich  no 
longer  covers  anything,  flutters  useless  betw^een  the 
warring  sides,  and  only  serves  to  remind  you  how 
long  you  have  been  deceived  by  it.  Often  it  is 

less  painful  to  dash  one's  head  against  the  ceiling with  full  force  tlian  to  touch  a  sore  and  sensitive 
spot,  though  ever  so  lightly.  And  such  a  sore  and 
sensitive  spot  exists  in  nearly  every  family.  In  the 
Nekhliudeff  fam^ily,  this  sensitive  spot  consisted  of 

Dm.itri's  strange  love  for  Liubov  Sergieevna,  which 
aroused  in  his  m-other  and  sister,  if  not  a  sense  of 
envy,  at  least  a  sentim.ent  of  wounded  family 
feeling.  Therefore  it  was  that  the  dispute  about 
Ivan  Yakovlevitch  and  superstition  had  such  a 
serious  significance  for  all  of  them. 

'*  You  are  always  trying  to  see  into  what  other 
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people  ridicule  and  despise/'  said  Varenka,  in  her 
melodious  voice,  pronouncing  every  word  distinctly. 

*  *'  It  is  just  in  all  those  kinds  of  things  that  you  try to  discover  something  remarkably  fine." 
"  In  the  first  place,  only  the  most  frivolous  of  men can  speak  of  despising  such  a  rem.arkable  man  as 

Ivan  Yakovlevitch,"  retorted  Dmitri,  throwing  his head  spasmodically  on  the  opposite  side  from  his 
sister  ;  '*  and  in  the  second  place,  you  are  trying purposely  not  to  see  the  good  which  stands  before 

your  very  eyes." On  her  return  to  us,  Sophia  Ivanovna  glanced 
several  times,  in  a  frightened  way,  now  at  her 
nephew,  then  at  her  niece,  then  at  me  ;  and  twice 
she  opened  her  mouth  as  though  to  speak,  and 
sighed  heavily. 

'*  Please,  Varya,  read  as  quickly  as  possible,"  she said,  handing  her  the  book,  and  tapping  her 

caressingly  on  the  hand  ;  "I  am  very  anxious  to 
know  whether  they  found  her  again.  It  seems 
that  there  is  no  question  whatever,  in  the  book,  of 
anyone  finding  anyone  else.  And  as  for  you, 
Mitya,  my  dear,  you  had  better  wrap  up  your  cheek, 
for  the  air  is  fresh,  and  your  teeth  will  ache  again," 
said  she  to  her  nephew,  notwithstanding  the  look  of 
displeasure  which  he  cast  upon  her,  probably 
because  she  had  broken  the  thread  of  his  argument. 
The  reading  was  resumed. 

This  little  quarrel  did  not  in  the  least  disturb  the 
family  peace,  and  that  sensible  concord  which 
reigned  within  that  feminine  circle. 

This  circle,  to  which  Princess  Marya  Ivanovna 
evidently  gave  the  character  and  direction,  had 
for  me  a  perfectly  novel  and  attractive  charm, 
an  inexpressible  charm  of  simplicity  and  elegance. 
This  charm  consisted,  so  to  speak,  in  the  beauty, 
cleanliness  and  solidity  of  things — the  bell,  the 
binding  of  the  book,  the  arm-chair,  the  table  ; 
in  the  attitude  of  the  Princess,  sitting  erect  in 
her  tight-fitting  bodice  with  her  grey  curls  full 
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in  view,  and  in  her  manner  of  calling  me  sirr:ply 
Nicolas,  and  he,  at  our  first  meeting  ;  in  their 
occupations,  the  reading  aloud,  the  sewing  ;  and 
in  the  remarkable  Vv^hiteness  of  the  ladies'  hands. 
(They  all  had  a  common  family  mark  on  the  hand, 
which  consisted  in  the  soft  portion  of  the  palm 
being  of  a  deep-red  hue,  and  separated  by  a  sharp,, 
straight  line  from  the  unusual  whiteness  of  -!•  '- 
upper  part  of  the  hand.)  But  this  character  -\  . 
expressed  most  of  all,  in  the  excellent  mxanr.cr  : 
which  all  three  spoke  French  and  Russian  ;  pi  — 
nouncing  each  syllable  distinctly,  and  finisbiig^ 
every  word  and  phrase  with  pedantic  accuracy . 
All  this,  and  in  particular  the  fact  that  they 
treated  me  simply  and  seriously  in  this  society,, 
as  a  grown-up  person,  uttered  their  own  thoughts 
to  m.e,  listened  to  my  opinions — to  this  I  was 
so  little  accustom.ed,  that,  in  spite  of  my  brilliant 
buttons  and  blue  facings,  I  was  still  afraid  they 

would  say  to  me,  all  at  once,  ''  Do  you  think 
people  are  going  to  talk  seriously  with  you  ?  go 

and  study  !  ''  All  this  resulted  in  my  not  feeling 
the  slightest  embarrassment  in  their  society.  I 
rose  and  changed  my  seat  from  place  to  place,, 
and  talked  with  all  except  Varenka,  to  whom  it 
still  seemed  to  me  improper,  for  some  reason,  to 
speak  first. 

During  the  reading,  as  I  listened  to  her  pleasant 
voice,  I  glanced  now  at  her,  now  at  the  sandy  path 
of  the  flower-garden,  upon  which  dark  round 
spots  of  rain  were  forming,  upon  the  lindens,  on 
whose  leaves  occasional  drops  of  rain  still  con- 

tinued to  patter  from  the  pale,  bluish  edge  of  the 
thinning  thunder-cloud  which  enveloped  us,  then 
at  her  again,  than  at  the  last  crimson  rays  of  the 
setting  sun,  which  illuminated  the  thickly  planted 
old  birches  all  dripping  with  rain,  and  then  at 
Varenka  again  ;  and  I  decided  that  she  was  not 
at  all  ugly,  as  she  had  seemed  to  m.e  at  first. 

"  It's  a  pity  that  I  am  already  in  love/'  I  thought. 
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'*  and  that  Varenka  is  not  Sonitchka.  How  nice- 
it  would  be  to  suddenly  become  a  member  of  this 
family  !  I  should  gain  a  mother  and  an  aunt  and 

a  wife  all  at  once."  And  as  meditating  thus  I 
glanced  at  Varenka  as  she  read,  and  thought  that 
I  would  magnetize  her,  and  make  her  look  at  me, 
Varenka  raised  her  head  from  her  book,  glanced 
at  me,  and,  meeting  my  eyes,  turned  away. 

"  It  has  not  stopped  raining  yet,"  she  said. 
And  all  at  once  I  experienced  a  strange  sensation. 

I  suddenly  recollected  that  what  was  now  happen- 
ing to  me  was  an  exact  repetition  of  what  had 

happened  once  before  ;  that  then,  also,  a  light 
rain  was  falling,  and  the  sun  was  setting  behind 
the  birches,  and  I  was  looking  at  her,  and  she  was 
reading,  and  I  had  magnetised  her,  and  she  had 
glanced  up,  and  turned  away  her  eyes  when  these 
met  mine. 

"  Is  it  she  ?  she?  "  I  thought.  "  Is  it  begin- 
ning?" But  I  speedily  decided  that  she  was 

not  the  she,  and  that  it  was  not  beginning  yet. 

*'  In  the  first  place,  she  is  ugly,"  I  thought  ; 
"  and  in  the  next  place,  she  is  simply  a  young 
lady,  and  I  have  made  her  acquaintance  in  the 
most  commonplace  manner.  But  she  will  be 
remarkable,  and  I  shall  meet  her  somewhere, 
in  some  uncommon  place  ;  and,  besides,  this 
family  only  pleases  me  so  much  because  I  have  not 

seen  anything  yet,"  I  decided.  "  But,  of  course, 
there  are  plenty  like  it,  and  I  shall  meet  with  many 

of  these  during  my  life." 



CHAPTER    XXVI 

1    SHOW    MYSELF    FROM    THE    MOST    ADVANTAGEOUS 
POINT  OF  VIEW 

AT  tea-time  the  reading  came  to  an  end ; 
and  the  ladies  engaged  in  a  conversation 

T^etv^een  themselves,  about  persons  and  circum- 
stances with  which  I  was  unfamiliar,  expressly, 

so  it  seemed  to  me,  for  the  purpose  of  making  me 
ieel,  in  spite  of  miy  cordial  reception,  the  difference 
which  existed,  both  in  years  and  in  worldly  position, 
iDctween  them  and  me.  But  in  the  general  con- 

versation in  which  I  could  take  part,  I  made  up 

-for  my  former  silence,  and  endeavoured  to  ex- 
Tiibit  my  remarkable  intelligence  and  originality, 
"svhich  I  considered  that  my  uniform  specially 
bound  me  to  do.  When  the  conversation  turned 
on  country  houses,  I  suddenly  related  how  Prince 
Ivan  Ivanitch  had  such  a  villa  near  Moscow  that 
people  came  from  London  and  Paris  to  see  it ; 
that  there  v/as  a  wrought  iron  railing  there  worth 
three  hundred  and  eighty  thousand  roubles  ;  and 
that  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch  was  a  very  near  relative 
of  mine,  and  that  I  had  dined  with  him  that  day, 
and  he  had  told  me  that  I  must  be  sure  to  come 
and  spend  the  whole  summer  with  him  at  this 
villa,  but  I  had  refused,  because  I  knew  the  house 
very  well,  since  I  had  been  there  a  number  of  times, 
jand,  besides,  these  railings  and  bridges  were  not 
in  the  least  interesting  to  me  as  I  could  not  bear 
luxury,   especiallv   in   the    countrv,   for    I   liked 

Ii8 
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everything  in  the  country  to  be  like  the  country.. 
Having  uttered  this  strangely  compHcated  lie,  I 
became  confused,  and  turned  so  red  that  ever\^- 
one   must   have   certainly   perceived   that    I   was 
lying.     Varenka,  who  handed  me  a  cup  ot  tea  at 
that  m.oment,  and  Sophia  Ivanovna,  who  had  been 

-gazing  at  me  while  I  was  speaking,  both  turned 
away  from  me,  and  began  to  talk  of  something 
else,  with  an  expression  of  countenance'  which  I 
have  often  met  with  in  good  people  since  then^ 
when  a  very  young  man  begins  lying  plainly  to 
their  very  faces,  and  which  signifies,  "  Of  course 
v/e  know  that  he  is  lying,  and  why  he  does  it, 

poor  fellow  !  " The  reason  v/hy  I  said  that  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch 
had  a  villa  was  that  I  saw  no  better  pretext  for 
mentioning  my  relationship  to  Prince  Ivan  Ivan- 
itch,  and  that  I  had  dined  with  him  that  day  ;. 
but  why  did  I  talk  about  the  railing  worth  three- 
hundred  and  eighty  thousand  roubles,  and  say  I 
had  been  to  his  house  so  often,  when  I  had  never 
been  even  once,  and  could  not  go,  since  Prince 
Ivan  Ivanitch  lived  only  in    Moscow  or  Naples> 
which  the  Xekhliudoffs  knew  very  well  ?     I  really 
cannot  account  to  myself  for  it.     Neither  in  child-- 
hood,  nor  boyhood,  nor  afterwards  in  a  riper  stage 
of  growth,  had  I  ever  detected  the  vice  of  lying 
in  myself ;   on  the  contrary,  I  had  been  rather  too 
frank  and  upright  :    but  during  this  first  period 
oi  adolescence,  a  strange  desire  to  lie  in  the  most 
desperate    manner,    and    without    any    apparent 
cause,  frequently  took  possession  of  me.     I  say 

"  desperate   manner "   expressly,   because    I   lied 
about  things  where  it  was  extremely  easy  to  find 
m.e  out.     It  seems  to  me  that  a  vainglorious  desire 
to  show  myself  off  as  an  entirely  different  man  from 
what  I  was,  united  to  the  impracticable  hope  of 
lying  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  be  detected  in  the 
lie,  was  the  chief  cause  of  this  strange  tendeacy,. 

After  tea,  as  the  rain  had  ceased,  and  the  weather 



J20  MY  YOUTH 

-v/as  clear  and  calm,  the  Princess  proposed  that 
we  should  go  for  a  walk  in  the  lower  garden,  and 
:admire  her  favourite  spot.  In  accordance  with 
my  rule  of  always  being  original,  and  considering 
that  such  clever  people  as  the  Princess  and  myself 
must  stand  above  trivial  politeness,  I  replied  tiiat 
I  could  not  bear  to  walk  without  an  object,  and 
if  I  cared  to  walk  at  all,  it  was  quite  alone.  I  had 
no  idea  that  this  was  downright  rude  ;  but  it 
seemed  to  me  then  that  there  was  nothing  more 
disgraceful  than  state  compliments,  that  nothing 
was  more  amiable  and  original  than  a  little  dis- 

courteous frankness.  Nevertheless,  after  I  had 
given  this  answer,  I  went  to  walk  with  the  rest  of 
the  company. 

The  Princess's  favourite  spot  was  at  the  very 
bottom  of  the  garden  in  its  depths,  on  a  little 
bridge  which  was  thrown  over  a  small  swamp. 
The  view  v/as  extremely  restricted,  but  very 
melancholy  and  pleasing.  We  are  so  accustomed 
to  confounding  art  with  nature,  that  very  fre- 

quently those  manifestations  of  nature  wliich 
we  have  never  encountered  in  pictures  seem  to  us 
unnatural — as  though  nature  could  be  unnatural — 
and  those  phenomena  which  have  been  too  fre- 

quently repeated  in  art  seem  to  us  threadbare. 
But  some  views,  too  thoroughly  penetrated  with 
thought  and  sentiment  alone,  seem  fantastic  when 
we  come  upon  them  in  nature.  The  view  from  the 

Princess's  favourite  place  was  of  this  character. 
It  consisted  of  a  small  pond  with  overgrown  banks  ; 
directly  behind  it  was  a  steep  hill  covered  with 
huge  ancient  trees  and  bushes,  v/ith  frequent 
changes  in  their  many-hued  verdure  ;  and  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill,  drooping  over  the  pond,  was  a 
noble  birch,  which,  partly  clinging  to  the  damp 
bank  of  the  pool  with  its  thick  roots,  rested  its 

crown  upon  a  tall  and  state' y  ash-tree,  and  swung 
its  curling  branches  over  the  smooth  surface  of 
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the  pond,  which  gave  back  the  reflection  of  tliese 
drooping  boughs  and  the  surrounding  greenery. 

**  tlow  charming  !  '*  said  the  Princess,  shaking 
her  head,  and  not  addressing  anyone  in  particular. 

**  Yes,  it  is  wonderful,  only  it  seems  to  me  that 
it  is  frightfully  like  theatrical  scenery,"  said  I^ 
desirous  of  showing  that  I  had  an  opinion  of  my 
own  on  everything. 

The    Princess    continued    to   admire   the    view 

as  though  she  had  not  heard  my  remark,  and  turn- 
ing to  her  sister  and  Liubov  Scrgieevna  she  pointed 

out    separate    details — the     crooked    overhanging 
stump,    and    tlie    reflection    which     particularly 
})Ieased  her.     Sophia   Ivanovna  said  that  it  was 
all  very  beautiful,  and  that  her  sister  was  in  the 
linbit  of  passing  several  hours  at  a  timie  here  ; 
but  it  was  evident  that  she  only  said  so  to  please 
the  Princess.     I  have  observed  that  people  who 
are  endowed  with  the  faculty  of  love  are  rarely 
sensitive    to    the    beauties    of    nature.     Liubov 

Sergiee\Tia  also  went  into  raptures,  asking,  *' What 
does  that  birch  hold  to  ?     Will  it  stand  long  ?  " 
and  she  glanced  constantly  at  her  Suzette,  who  ran 
back  and  forth  across  the  bridge  on  her  crooked 
legs,  wagging  her  tail,  with  an  anxious  expression, 
as  though  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  it  had  chanced 
to  her  not  to  be  in  a  room.     Dmitri  began  a  logical 
argument  with  his  mother,  on  tlie  point  th.at  no 
view  could  be  very  beautiful  where  the  horizon 
v.'as   lim.ited.     Varenka    said    nothing.     When    C 
glanced  round  at  her,  she  was  standing  leaning 
on  the  railing  of  the  bridge,  with  a  profile  towards 
me,  and  looking  straight  in  front  of  her.     Scm.e- 
tiling  probably  interested  her  deeply,  and  even 
touclied   her ;     for   she    had   evidently   forgotten 
herself,  and  had  no  thought  for  herself  or  that  she 
VMS  being  looked  at.     Her  large  eyes  were  so  full 
of  intent  observation,  of  calm,  clear  thought,  her 
pose  was  so  unaffected,  and  in  spite  of  her  short 
stature  there  v.-as  so  much  majesty  about  her,  that 
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I  was  again  struck  by  what  seemed  a  memory  ol 

lier,  and  again  I  asked  myself,  "Is  it  not  begin- 
ning ?  "  and  again  I  answered  myself,  that  I  was 

already  in  love  with  Sonitchka,  and  that  Varenka 

-was  simply  a  young  lady,  the  sister  of  my  friend. 
But  she  pleased  me  at  that  mom.ent,  and  I  felt  in 
consequence  an  unbounded  desire  to  do  or  say 
to  her  something  unpleasant. 

'*  Do  you  know,  Dmitri,"  I  said  to  my  friend, 
approaching  nearer  to  Varenka,  in  order  that  she 

might  hear  w^hat  I  was  about  to  say,  '*  I  think, 
that,  even  if  there  were  not  any  gnats,  there  would 

he  nothing  beautiful  about  this  place  ;  as  it  is," 
I  added,  slapping  my  forehead,  and  really  crushing 

a  gnat,  *'  it's  perfectly  dreadful." 
*'  You  do  not  seem  to  love  nature  ?  "  said 

Varenka  to  me,  without  turning  her  head. 

"  I  think  it  is  an  idle,  useless  occupation,"  I 
replied,  very  well  satisfied  with  having  said  some- 

thing rather  unpleasant,  and  having  been  original. 
Varenka  raised  her  eyebrow^s  in  an  almost  im.- 
perceptible  manner  for  a  moment,  with  an  expression 
of  pity,  and  continued  to  look  straight  before  her 
as  composedly  as  ever. 

I  was  vexed  with  her  ;  but  in  spite  of  this,  the 
fgreyish  railing  of  the  bridge  with  its  faded  paint, 
Aipon  which  she  leaned,  the  reflection  in  the  dark 
pond  of  the  drooping  stump  of  the  overturned 
l>irch,  which  seemed  desirous  of  joining  its  drooping 
branches,  the  odour  of  the  swam.p,  the  feeling  of 

the  crushed  gnat  upon  my  forehead,  and  Varenka's 
attentive  gaze  and  m.ajestic  attitude,  often  pre- 
-sented  themselves  afterwards  quite  unexpectedly 
to  my  imagination. 
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DMITRI 

^A/'HEN   we    returned   liome   aft(5r    our   walk^ ^  ̂       Varenka  did  not  wish  to  sing  as  she  usually 
did  in  the  evening  ;  and  I  had  the  self-assurance  to 
set  it  down  to  my  own  account,  fancying  that  the 
cause  was  what  I  had  said  to  her  on  the  bridge. 
The  Nekhliudoffs  did  not  have  supper,  and  dis- 

persed early  ;    and  that  day,  since  Dmitri's  teeth 
began  to  ache,  as  Sophia  Ivanovna  had  predicted^ 
we  went  off  to  his  room  even  earlier  than  usual. 
Supposing  that  I  had  done  all  that  my  blue  collar 
and  my  buttons  required  of  me,  and  that  I  had 
pleased  everybody,  I  was  in  an  extrem.ely  amiiable, 
self -satisfied    frame    of    mind.     Dmitri,    on    the 
contrary,  in  consequence  of  the  quarrel  and  his 
toothache,    was   silent    and    morose.     He    seated 
himself  at  the  table,  got  out  his  note-books,  his 
diary,  and  the  book  in  which  he  was  accustomed  to 
v/rite   down  every  evening  his   past  and  future 
occupations,  and  wrote  in  them  for  quite  a  long 
time  frowning  incessantly,  and  touching  his  cheek 
with  his  hand. 

"  Oh,  leave  me  in  peace  !  *'  he  shouted  at  the  maid 
who  had  been  sent  by  Sophia  Ivanovna  to  inquire 
how  his  teeth  were,  and  if  he  did  not  want  to  make 
himself  a  fomentation.  After  that,  telling  me  that 
my  bed  would  be  ready  directly,  and  that  he  would 
retire  immediately,  he  vrent  to  Liubov  Sergiee\ma. 

"  What  a  pity  that  Varenka  is  not  prettv,  and 
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-particularly  that  she  is  not  Sonitchka  !  ''  I  medit- 
ated, when  I  was  left  alone  in  the  room.  "  How 

pleasant  it  would  be  to  come  to  them,  and  offer  her 
my  hand,  when  I  leave  the  university  !  I  she  uld 

say,  '  Princess,  I  am  no  longer  young  ;  I  cannot 
love  passionately  ;  but  I  shall  always  love  you  like  a 

dear  sister.'  '  I  alread}^  respect  you,'  I  should  saj/ 
to  her  mother  ;  '  and  as  for  you,  Sophia  Ivancvna, 
pray  believe  that  I  esteem  you  highly.  Then  say 

simply  and  plainly,  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  ' — '  Yes  ;  ' 
and  she  will  give  me  her  hand,  and  I  shall  press  it, 

and  say,  '  My  love  is  not  in  words,  but  in  deeds.' Well,  and  what  if  Dmitri  should  all  at  once  fall  in 

love  with  Liubotchka  ?  "  came  into  my  mind — 
^'  for  Liubotchka  is  in  love  with  him — and  should 
wish  to  marry  her  ?  Then  one  of  us  would  not  be 
able  to  marry.  And  that  would  be  capital.  Then 
this  is  what  I  should  do.  I  should  immediately 
perceive  it,  say  nothing,  but  go  to  Dmitri,  and  say, 

'  It  is  in  vain,  my  friend,  that  we  have  tried  to  keep 
secrets  from  each  other.  You  know  that  my  love 
for  your  sister  will  end  only  with  my  life  ;  but  I 
know  all,  you  have  deprived  me  of  my  best  hope, 
you  have  rendered  me  unhappy  ;  but  do  you  know 
how  Nikolai  Irteneff  revenges  himself  for  the 
unhappiness  of  his  whole  life  ?  Here  is  my  sister 

for  you,'  and  I  should  give  him  Liubotchka 's  hand. 
He  would  say, '  No,  not  on  any  terms  !  '  and  I  should 
■say,  *  Prince  Nekhliudoff,  in  vain  do  you  endeavour 
to  be  more  magnanimous  than  Nikolai  Irteneff. 
There  is  not  a  more  magnanimous  man  in  the  world 
than  he.'  Then  I  should  bow  and  retire.  Dmitri 
and  Liubotchka  would  run  after  me  in  tears,  and 

"beseech  me  to  accept  their  sacrifice — and  I  might consent  and  be  very  happy  if  I  were  only  in  love 

with  Varenka."  These  dream.s  were  so  agreeable 
that  I  wanted  very  much  to  communicate  them  to 
Biy  friend  ;  but  in  spite  of  our  mutual  vow  of 
irankness,  I  felt  that  for  some  reason  it  was 
physically  impossible  to  say  it. 



DiMITRI  125 

D'Tirtri  returned  from  Liubov  Sergiee\Tia,  with 
something  on  his  tooth  which  she  Iiad  given  him, 
in  still  g  ea  er  suffering,  and  consequently  stiJ^ 
more  glooii.y.  My  bed  was  not  ready  yet  ;  and 

little  boy,  Dmitri's  servant,  came  to  ask  him  whert 
I  was  to  sleep. 

**  Go  to  the  devil !  "  shouted  Dmitri,  stamping 
his  foot.  **  Vaska,  Vaska,  Vaska  !  "  he  cried  as 
soon  as  the  boy  was  gone,  raising  his  voice  at  each 

repetition — '*  Vaska,  make  me  up  a  bed  on  the 
floor.'' 

'*  No,  it  will  be  better  for  me  to  lie  on  the  floor," said  I. 

'*  Well,  it's  no  matter  :  make  it  up  somewhere," 
went  on  Dmitri  in  the  same  angry  tone.  "  Vaska  ! 
why  don't  you  spread  it  down  ?  " But  Vaska  evidently  did  not  understand  what 
was  wanted  of  him,  and  stood  motionless. 

*'  Well,  what's  the  matter  with  you  ?  Make  it ! 
make  it !  Vaska,  Vaska !  "  shouted  Dmitri, 
suddenly  flying  into  a  kind  of  fury. 

But  X^aska,  still  not  comprehending,  and  becom- 
ing frightened,  did  not  move. 

''  So  you  have  sworn  to  mur —  to  drive  me  mad  ?" 
and,  springing  from  his  chair,  Dmitri  flew  at  the  boy, 
and  struck  several  blows  with  his  fist  upon  the  head 

of  Vaska,  who  ran  headlong  from  the  room.  Halt- 
ing at  the  door,  Dmitri  glanced  at  me  ;  and  the 

expression  of  rage  and  cruelty  which  his  face  had 
borne  for  a  moment  changed  into  such  a  gentle, 
shamefaced,  and  affectionately  childish  expression, 
that  I  was  sorry  for  him.  But,  much  as  I  wanted  to 
turn  away,  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  do  it. 
He  said  nothing  to  me,  but  paced  the  room  for  a 

long  time,  glancing  at  me  from  time  to  time  with 

th^.'^same  look  v/hich  besought  forgiveness,  then  took a  note-book  from  the  table,  wrote  something  in  it, 

pulled  off  his  coat,  folded  it  carefully,  went  to  the 
corner  where  the  images  hung,  crossed  his  large 
white  hands  upon  his  breast,  and  began  to  pray. 
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He  prayed  so  long,  that  Vaska  had  time  to  fetch  a 
mattress,  and  spread  it  on  the  floor  as  I  directed 
him  in  a  whisper  to  do.  I  undressed,  and  lay  down 
upon  the  bed  thus  prepared  on  the  floor ;  but 
Dmitri  still  continued  to  pray.  As  I  glanced  at 

Dmitri's  somewhat  bent  back,  and  at  the  soles  of 
his  feet,  which  were  presented  to  me  in  a  rather 
submissive  way  when  he  prostrated  himself  on  the 
earth,  I  loved  Dmitri  still  more  strongly  than  bef  ore» 

and  I  kept  thinking, ''  Shall  I  or  shall  I  not  tell  him 
what  I  have  been  dreaming  about  our  sisters  ?  *^' Having  finished  his  prayer,  Dmitri  lay  down  beside 
m.e  on  the  bed  ;  and,  supporting  himself  on  his 
elbow,  he  looked  at  me  long  and  silently  with  a 
steady  affectionate  gaze.  It  was  evidently  painful 
for  him,  but  he  seemed  to  be  punishing  himself, 
r  smiled  as  I  looked  at  him.     He  smiled  also. 

"  Why  don't  you  tell  me,"  said  he,  ''  that  I  have 
acted  abominably  ?  Of  course  you  thought  it  at 

once." 
"  Yes,"  I  answered— although  I  had  been  think- 

ing of  something  else,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  had 

really  thought  it — ''  yes,  it  was  not  nice  at  all ;  I 
did  not  expect  it  of  you,"  said  I,  experiencing  a 
special  satisfaction  at  the  moment  in  addressing  him 

as  thou.     "  Well,  hov/  are  your  teeth  ?  "  I  added. 
"  The  pain  has  passed  off.  Ah,  Nikolinka,  my 

friend,"  broke  out  Dmitri  so  affectionately,  that 
stars  seemed  to  stand  in  his  sparkling  eyes, ''  I  know and  feel  that  I  am  wicked  ;  and  God  sees  how  I 
desire  to  be  better,  and  how  I  beseech  Him  to  m.ake 
me  better.  But  what  am  I  to  do  if  I  have  such  a 
wretched,  repulsive  character  ?  v;hat  am  I  to  do  ? 

I  try  to  restrain  mj'self,  to  reform  myself ;  but  all 
at  once  this  becomes  impossible,  and  impossible  to 
me  alone.  I  need  someone  to  support,  to  help  me. 
There  is  Liubov  Sergieevna,  she  understands  me, 
and  has  helped  me  a  great  deal  in  this.  I  know  by 
my  journal  that  I  have  improved  a  great  deal 

during  the  last  year.    h\\,  Nikolinka,  my  soul  1  "" 
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he  continued  with  peculiar,  unaccustomed  tender- 
ness, and  a  tone  that  was  already  quieter  after  this 

confession,  "  how  much  the  influence  of  a  woman 
ike  her  means  !  My  God  !  how  good  it  will  b 
when  I  am  in(ie})endcnt  with  such  a  companion  as 
lier  !     I  am  a  totally  different  man  with  her." 

And  then  Dmitri  began  to  unfold  to  me  his  plans 
for  marria.^e,  country  life,  and  constant  toil. 

"  I  shall  live  in  the  country.  You  will  come  to 
me,  perhaps  ;  and  you  will  be  married  to  Son- 
itchka,''  said  he.  '*  Our  children  will  play  together. 
Of  course  this  all  sounds  ridiculous  and  stupid,  but 

it  may  come  to  pass  nevertheless." 
"  The  idea  !  it  is  extremely  possible,"  said  I, smiling,  and  thinking  at  the  same  time  that  it 

would  be  much  better  still  if  I  were  married  to  his 
sister. 

"  I  am  going  to  tell  you  something,do  you  know  ?" 
said  i  e,  after  a  short  silence  :  "  you  are  only 
imagining  that  you  are  in  love  with  Sonitchka,  but 

it's  nonsense,  I  can  see  it ;  and  you  do  not  yet  know 
what  the  genuine  feeling  is  like." 

I  made  no  reply,  because  I  almost  agreed  with 
him.     We  remain  d  silent  for  a  while. 

"  You  surely  have  observed  that  I  have  been  in 
an  abominable  temper  again  to-day,  and  quarrelled 
in  an  ugly  way  with  Var^^a.  It  was  frightfully 
disagreeable  for  me  afterwards,  especially  because 
it  was  before  you.  #  Although  she  thinks  of  many 

things  in  a  way  she  should  not,  she's  a  splendid 
girl,  and  very  good  when  you  come  to  know  her 

more  intimately." 
His  change  of  the  conversation  from  the  state- 

ment that  I  w^as  not  in  love,  to  praises  of  his  sister, 
rejoiced  me  greatly,  and  made  me  bbish  :  neverthe- 

less, I  said  nothing  to  him  about  his  sister,  and  we 
went  on  talking  of  something  else. 

Thus  we  chat  ed  awaj^  until  the  second  cock-crow, 
and  the  pale  dawn  had  already  peeped  in  at  the 
windov/,  v;hen  Dmitri  went  to  his  ovra  bed,  and 
extinguished  the  light. 
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"  Well,  now  for  sleep,"  said  he. 
Yes/'  I  answered,  "  but  one  word  more/* 

Well  ?-" 
Is  it  good  to  live  in  this  world  ?  " 

*'  It  is  good  to  live  in  this  world/'  he  responded  in such  a  voice,  that  it  seemed  to  me  that  even  in  the 

dark   I   could  see   the   ex]>ression  of   his  mierrj', 
affectionate  eyes  and  childlike  smile. 

it 

it 

it 



CIL\PTER  XXVIII 

IN  THE  COUNTRY 

T^HE  next  day  Volodya  and  I  set  off  for  the 
^  country,  with  post-horses.  As  I  went  over 

all  my  Moscow  memories  in  my  mind  on  the  way,  I 
remembered  Sonitchka  Valakhina,  but  only  in  the 

evening,  when  we  had  travelled  five  stages.  "  But 
it  is  strange,''  thought  I,  ''  that  I  am  in  love,  and 
quite  forgot  it ;  I  must  think  of  her."  And  I  did 
begin  to  think  of  her,  as  one  thinks  while  travelling, 
incoherently  but  intently  ;  and  I  meditated  to  such 
a  degree,  that  I  considered  it  indispensable,  for 
some  reason  or  other,  to  appear  sad  and  thoughtful 
for  two  days  after  our  arrival  in  the  country, 
before  all  the  household,  and  especially  in  the 
presence  of  Katenka,  whom  I  regarded  as  a  great 
connoisseur  in  matters  of  this  sort,  and  to  whom  I 
gave  a  hint  of  the  condition  in  which  I  found  my 

heart.  But  in  spite  of  all  my  attempts  at  dis- 
simulation with  others  and  with  myself,  in  spite  of 

my  deliberate  assumption  of  all  the  signs  v/hich  I 
had  observed  in  people  in  an  enamoured  condition, 
still  in  the  course  of  those  two  days  I  could  not 

constantly  bear  in  mind  that  I  was  in  love,  but 
remembered  it  chiefly  in  the  evening  ;  and  finally  I 

fell  into  the  new  round  of  country  life  and  occupa- 
tions so  quickly  that  I  quite  forgot  about  my  love 

for  Sonitchka. 

We  arrived  at  Petrovskoe  at  night ;  and  I  was 
E  129 
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sleeping  so  soundly  that  I  saw  neither  the  house 
nor  the  birch  avenue,  nor  any  of  the  household,  who 
had  already  retired  and  had  long  been  asleep. 
Old  bent  Foka,  barefooted,  and  wrapped  in  a  kind 

of  woman's  wadded  dressing-gown,  with  a  candle 
in  his  hand,  shoved  back  the  door-fastenings  for  us. 
He  quivered  with  joy  on  beholding  us,  kissed  us  on 
the  shoulder,  hastily  gathered  up  his  felt  rug,  and 
began  to  dress  himself.  I  traversed  the  vestibule 
and  staircase  without  being  thoroughly  awake  ; 
but  in  the  ante-room  the  lock  on  the  door,  the  bolt, 
the  crooked  boards,  the  clothes-press,  the  ancient 
candlestii:k  spotted  with  tallow  as  of  old,  the  shadow 
on  the  walls  from  the  recently  lighted  candle  in  the 
image-lamp,  the  always  dusty  double  window  which 
was  never  cleaned,  behind  which,  as  I  remembered, 
there  grew  a  mountain-ash  tree — all  these  were  so 
familiar,  so  full  of  memories,  so  harmonious,  as 
though  united  together  in  one  thought,  that  I 
suddenly  felt  upon  me  the  caress  of  this  dear  old 
house.  The  question  involuntarily  presented  itself 

to  me,  '*  How  could  we,  the  house  and  I,  go  on 
without  each  other  so  long  ?  ''  and  I  ran  in  haste  to 
see  whether  these  were  the  same  rooms.  Every- 

thing was  the  same,  only  everything  had  grown 
smaller,  lower.  But  the  house  received  me 
joyously  into  its  embrace  just  as  I  was  ;  and  every 
floor,  every  window,  every  step  of  the  stairs,  every 
sound,  awakened  in  me  a  world  of  forms,  feelings, 
occurrences  of  the  happy  past,  which  would  never 
return.  We  went  to  the  bedroom  of  our  childhood  : 
all  my  childish  terrors  were  hiding  again  in  the 
darkness  of  the  corners  and  doors.  We  went  into 

the  drawing-room  :  the  same  gentle  motherly  love 
was  diffused  over  every  object  which  was  in  the 
room.  We  went  to  the  hall  :  it  seemed  as  though 
boisterous,  careless  childish  mirth  had  lingered  in 
this  apartment,  and  was  only  waiting  to  be  re- 

vivified.    In  the  boudoir,  whither  Foka  led  us  and 



IN  THE  COUNTRY  131 

he  had  made  up  beds  for  us,  it  seemed  as  if  every- 
thing— the  mirror,  the  screen,  the  ancient  wooden 

image,  ever>'  inequality  of  the  walls  covered  with 
white  paper— all  spoko  of  suffering,  of  death,  of 
that  which  would  never  exist  again. 

We  lay  down,  and  Foka  left  us  after  wishmg  us 
good  night. 

"  Mamma  died  in  this  room,  surely,"  said Volodya. 
I  did  not  answer  him,  and  pretended  to  be  asleep. 

If  I  had  said  a  word,  I  should  have  burst  out 
crying.  When  I  awoke  the  next  morning,  papa, 
not  yet  dressed,  was  sitting  on  Volodya's  bed,  in 
his  dressing-gown,  smoldng  a  cigar  and  chatting 
and  laughing  with  him.  He  sprang  up  from 
Volodya  with  a  merry  bound,  came  up  to  me, 
and,  slapping  me  on  the  back  with  his  large  hand, 
he  presented  his  cheek  to  me,  and  pressed  it  to 
my  lips. 

"  \Vell,  capital ;  thanks,  diplom.at,"  said  he  with his  own  peculiar  caress,  gazing  at  me  with  his  small, 

twinkhng  eyes.  ''  Volodya  says  that  you  got 
through  well,  j^oung  fellow  :  that's  glorious. 
You're  a  fine  little  fellow  when  you  determine  not to  be  stupid.  Thanks,  my  friend.  We  shall  live 
very  pleasantly  here  now,  and  shall  go  to  St.  Peters- 

burg for  the  winter  ;  only  it's  a  pity  that  the  hunt- 
ing is  over,  for  it  might  have  amused  you.  Still, 

there  is  shooting,  Waldemar  ;  there's  any  quantity 
of  game,  and  I  will  go  with  you  myself  some  day. 

If  it  be  God's  wall,  we  shall  go  to  St.  Petersburg  for the  winter  ;  you  shall  see  people,  and  make  con- 
nections. You  are  grown  up  now,  my  children, 

and  I  was  just  telling  Waldemar  that  you  now  stand 
on  the  road,  and  my  task  is  over  :  you  can  walk 
alone.  But  if  you  want  to  confer  with  me,  to 
ask  ad\4ce,  I  am  no  longer  3^our  daddj-,  but  your 
friend  and  comrade,  and  counsellor,  whenever 
I  can  be  of  use,  and  nothing  more.     How  does 
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that  suit  your   philosophy,   Koko  ?     Heh  ?    is  it 

good  or  bad  ?    heh  ?  " Of  course  I  answered  that  it  was  capital,  and  I 
really  thought  it  so.  Papa  had  a  peculiarly  fas- 

cinating, merry,  happy  expression  that  day  ;  and 
these  novel  relations  with  me,  as  with  an  equal, 
a  companion,  made  me  love  him  more  than  ever. 

"  Now  tell  me,  did  you  call  on  all  our  relatives, 
and  on  the  Ivins  ?  Did  you  see  the  old  man  ? 

What  did  he  say  to  yoU  ?  "  he  continued  to  inter- 
rogate me.  "  Did  you  go  to  see  Prince  Ivan 

Ivanitch  ?  " And  we  chatted  so  long  before  dressing,  that  the 
sun  had  already  begun  to  desert  the  windows  of 
the  divan-room ;  and  Jakov,  who  was  just 
exactly  as  old  as  ever,  and  twisted  his  fingers 
behind  his  back  and  spoke  just  the  sam^e  as  ever, 
came  to  our  room,  and  announced  to  papa  that  the 
calash  was  ready. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  I  asked  papa. 
"  Ah,  I  had  nearly  forgotten,"  said  papa  with 

a  twitch  and  cough  of  vexation.  "  I  promised 
to  go  to  the  Epifanoff's  to-day.  Do  you  remember 
the  Epifanova,  la  belle. Flamande  ?  She  used  to 

visit  your  mamma.  They  are  very  nice  people," 
and  papa  left  the  room  twitching  his  shoulders 
in  embarrassment,  as  it  seemed  to  me. 

Liubotchka  had  come  to  the  door  several  tim.es 

during  our  chat,  and  inquired,  "  Can  I  come  in  ?  " but  each  time  papa  shouted  to  her  through  the 

door,  that  it  *'  was  utterly  impossible,  because  wc 
were  not  dressed." 

''What's  the  harm  ?  Tve  seen  you  in  your 

dressing-gown." 
"  It's  impossible  for  you  to  see  your  brothers 

without  their  drawers  on,"  he  shouted  to  her. 
"  If  each  of  them  knocks  on  the  door  '  good  morn- 

ing '  to  you,  will  you  be  satisfied  ?  Knock,  boys  ! 
It  is  too  improper,  Liubotchka,  for  them  to  speak 

to  you  in  such  negligS." 
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"  Ah,  how  unbearable  you  are  !  At  all  events, 
do  come  to  the  drawing-room  as  quickly  as  possible. 

Mimi  wants  so  much  to  see  you  !  "  called  Liubotch- ka  outside  the  door. 

As  soon  as  papa  went  away  I  dresseJ  myself 

as  quickly  as  possible  in  my  student's  coat,  and 
went  to  the  drawing-room.  Volodya,  on  the 
contrary,  did  not  hurry  himself,  but  ̂ at  upstairs 
for  a  long  time,  talking  with  Jakov  about  the 
places  to  find  snipe  and  woodcock.  As  I  have 
already  said,  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  which 
he  dreaded  so  much  as  sentiment  with  his  brother, 
his  sister,  or  papa,  as  he  expressed  it ;  and,  in 
avoiding  every  expression  of  feeling,  he  fell  into 
the  other  extreme — coldness — ^which  often  hurt 
the  feeUngs  of  people  who  did  not  understand  its 
cause.  In  the  ante-room  I  met  papa,  who  was 
on  his  way  to  the  carriage  with  short,  brisk  steps. 
He  had  on  his  fashionable  new  Moscow  coat, 
and  he  was  redolent  of  perfume.  When  he  caught 
sight  of  me,  he  nodded  gaily,  as  much  as  to  say, 
''  You  see,  isn't  it  fine  ?  "  and  again  I  was  struck 
by  the  happy  expression  of  his  eyes,  which  I  had 
already  observed  that  morning. 

The  drawing-room  was  the  same  bright,  lofty 
apartment,  with  the  yellowish  English  grand 
piano,  and  the  great  open  windows,  through 
which  the  green  trees  and  the  yellowish-red  paths 
of  the  garden  peeped  gaily.  Having  kissed  Mimi 
and  Liubotchka,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  me  as  I 

approached  Katenka,  that  it  was  not  proper 
to  kiss  her  ;  and  I  came  to  a  standstill,  silent  and 

blushing.  Katenka,  who  was  not  at  all  em- 
barrassed, offered  me  her  white  hand,  and  con- 
gratulated me  on  my  entrance  to  the  university. 

When  Volodya  entered  the  room,  the  same  thing 
happened  to  him  at  the  sight  of  Katenka.  In 
fact,  it  was  hard  to  decide,  after  having  grown 

up  together,  and  having  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing 
each  other  every  day  during  all  that  time,  how 
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we  ought  to  meet  now  after  our  first  separation. 
Katenka  blushed  far  more  deeply  than  I  had  done. 
Volodya,  however,  suffered  no  embarrassment, 
and  after  bowing  slightly  to  her,  walked  up  to 
Liubotchka,  with  whom  he  talked  a  little,  but  not 
seriously ;  then  he  went  off  somewhere  for  a 
solitary  walk. 
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OUR  RELATIONS  WITH  THE  GIRLS 

TyOLODYA  had  such  queer    views  about    the 
^      girls,  that  he  could  interest  himself  in   the 

questions  :  were  they  fat  ?  had  they^lept  enough  ? 
were    they    properly    dressed  ?     did    they    make 
mistakes  in  French  which  he  should  be  ashamed 
of  before  strangers  ?     But  he  never  admitted  the 
idea  that  they  could  think  or  feel  an}' thing  human, 
and  still  less  did  he  admit  the  idea  that  it  was 
possible  to  discuss  anything  with  them.     When 
they  chanced  to  have  occasion  to  appeal  to  him 
with  any  serious  question  (which,  however,  they 
already  endeavoured  to  avoid),  if  they  asked  his 
opinion  about  a  novel  or  his  occupations  at  the 
university,  he  made  a  face  at  them,  and  walked 
off  in  silence,  or  answered  with  some  mutilated 

French  phrase,  such  as  comme  ci  tri  jolt*  and  the 
like  ;    or,  putting  on  a  serious  and  thoughtfully 
stupid  face,  he  uttered  some  words  which  had  no 
sense    or   connection   at    all   with   the    question, 
lowered   his  eyelids  all  of  a   sudden,   and   said, 
bread,  or  gone  away,  or  cabbage,  or  something  of 
the  kind.     WTien  I  chanced  to  repeat  to  him  these 
words  which  Liubotchka  or  Katenka  had  reported 
to  me,  he  always  said  : 

"  Hm  !   so  you  still  discuss  matters  with  them  ? 
Yes,  I  see  you  are  still  in  a  bad  way." 

♦Comme  c'est  tr^s  joli. 
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In  order  to  appreciate  the  profound  contempt 
expressed  in  this  phrase  it  was  necessary  one 
sliould  hear  the  latter.  Volodya  had  been  grown 
up  for  two  years  now  ;  he  was  constantly  falling 
in  love  with  every  pretty  woman  that  he  met : 
but  although  he  saw  Katenka  every  day  (she  had 
vv^orn  long  dresses  for  two  years,  and  grew  prettier 
every  day),  the  ide^  of  the  possibility  of  falling 
in  love  with  her  never  entered  his  head.  Whether 

this  arose  from  the  prosaic  recollections  of  child- 
hood— the  ruler,  her  simplicity,  her  caprices,  were 

still  too  fresh  in  his  memory  ;  or  from  the  repug- 
nance which  very  young  people  have  for  everything 

that  belongs  to  their  own  home  ;  or  from  the 
general  human  weakness,  which,  when  one  meets 
a  good  or  a  very  beautiful  thing  at  the  beginning 

of  one's  career,  induces  one  to  pass  it  by,  saying, 
"  Eh  \  I  shall  mxcet  many  such  in  the  course  of  my 
life '' — at  all  events,  up  to  this  time  Volodya  had 
not  looked  upon  Katenka  as  a  woman. 

Volodya  was  evidently  very  much  bored  all 
that  summer.  His  ennui  proceeded  from,  his 
scorn  for  us,  which,  as  I  have  said,  he  did  not 
attempt  to  hide.  The  expression  of  his  face 

constantly  implied,  *'  Fu  !  how  tiresome  !  there's 
nobody  to  talk  to." — Perhaps  he  would  start  ofT 
shooting  in  the  morning  with  his  gun,  or  would 
read  a  book  in  his  room,  without  dressing  himself, 
until  dinner.  If  papa  was  not  at  home,  he  even 
brought  his  book  to  the  table,  and  went  on  reading, 
without  exchanging  a  syllable  with  any  of  us, 
which  made  us  feel  guilty  of  something  or  other 
towards  him.  In  the  evening,  too,  he  lay  with  his 
feet  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing-room,  and  slept 
with  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  or  invented  the 
strangest  nonsense,  which  was  at  times  even 
improper,  and  lied  with  a  serious  face,  which  made 
Mimi  grow  angry,  and  turn  red  all  over,  while 
we  were  dying  with  laughter ;  but  he  never 
-condescended  to  talk  seriously  with  any  member 
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of  our  family  except  papa,  and,  once  in  a  while, 
with  me.  I  quite  involuntarily  aped  my  brother 
in  his  views  about  the  girls,  although  I  was  not 
so  much  afraid  of  sentiment  as  he  was,  and  my 
contempt  for  the  girls  was  far  from  being  so  deep 
and  firmly  rooted.  I  even  made  several  attempts 
that  summer,  out  of  ennui,  to  enter  into  closer 
relations  with  Liubotchka  and  Katenka,  and  con- 

verse with  them  ;  but  on  every  occasion  I  found 
such  an  absence  of  the  capacity  for  logical  thought, 
and  such  ignorance  of  the  simplest,  most  ordinary 
things,  such  as,  for  example,  what  money  was, 
what  was  taught  at  the  university,  what  war  is, 
and  so  on,  and  such  indifference  to  the  explanatiofis 
of  all  these  things,  that  these  attempts  only  served 
to  confirm  me  in  my  unfavourable  opinion  of  them. 

I  remember  how,  one  evening,  Liubotchka  was 
repeating  some  intolerably  tiresome  passage  for 
the  hundredth  time  on  the  piano.  Volbdya  was 
lying  dozing  on  the  sofa  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  muttering  at  intervals  with  a  certain  malicious 

irony,  but  without  addressing  himself  to  anj^one 
in  particular,  '*  Ai !  there  she  pounds  away  ; 
she's  a  musician,  a  Beethoven  (this  name  he  uttered 
with  special  irony),  that's  clever,  now  once  more, 
that's  it,"  and  so  on.  Katenka  and  I  were  still 
at  the  tea-table,  and  I  do  not  remember  how 
Katenka  led  the  conversation  to  her  favourite 

topic — love.  I  was  in  a  mood  to  philosophize, 
and  I  began  in  a  lofty  way  to  define  love  as  the 
desire  to  acquire  in  another  that  which  you  lacked 
yourself,  and  so  forth.  But  Katenka  retorted, 
that,  on  the  contrarj^  it  -v/as  not -Jove,  if  a  girl 
contemplated  marrying  a  rich  man,  and  that, 
in  her  opinion,  property  was  the  most  worthless 
of  all  things,  and  the  only  genuine  love  v/as  that 
which  can  endure  separation  (I  understood  by  this, 
that  she  was  hinting  at  her  love  for  Dubkoff). 
Volodya,  who  must  have  overheard  our  conversa- 
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tion,  raised  himself  on  his  elbow,  and  cried  inter- 

rogatively, '*  Kamenka  Russkikh  ?  " 
*'  Oh,  your  eternal  nonsense  !  "  said  Katenka. 
"  V  pereschnitzu  ?  "*  went  on  Volodya,  em- 

phasizing each  vowel.  And  I  could  not  but  think 
that  Volodya  was  quite  light. 

Entirely  separate  from  the  general  quahties 
of  inteUigence,  sensibility,  and  artistic  feeling, 
there  is  a  private  quality  which  is  more  or  less 
developed  in  various  circles  of  society,  and  especially 
in  families,  which  I  call  understanding.  The 
essential  point  of  this  quality  consists  in  a  certain 
feeling  of  proportion  which  has  been  agreed  upon, 
and  in  an  accepted,  one-sided  view  of  subjects. 
Two  men  of  the  same  circle,  or  of  the  same  family, 
who  possess  this  quality,  can  always  allow  their 
expression  of  feeling  to  reach  a  certain  point 
beyond  which  both  of  them  foresee  what  follows. 
At  one  and  the  same  moment  they  perceive  where 
praise  ends  and  irony  begins,  where  enthusiasm 
ends  and  dissimulation  begins  ;  while,  with  people 
of  another  understanding,  it  may  appear  quite 
otherwise.  For  people  with  one  understanding, 
every  object  which  they  have  in  common  presents 
itself  chiefly  through  its  ridiculous,  its  beautiful, 
or  its  foul  side.  In  order  to  render  more  easy 
this  identity  of  comprehension,  there  arises, 
among  people  of  a  certain  circle  or  family,  a 
tongue  of  its  own,  certain  terms  of  speech,  certain 
words  even,  which  denote  those  shades  of  meaning 
which  do  not  exist  for  other  people.  In  our 
family,  this  understanding  was  developed  to  the 
highest  degree  between  papa  and  us  two  brothers. 
Dubkoff  also  had  fitted  our  httle  circle  pretty 
well,  and  understood  ;  but  Dmitri,  although  much 
cleverer  than  he,  was  stupid  on  this  point.  But 
in  no  case  was  this  faculty  developed  to  such  a 

♦As  win  be  seen  from  what  follows,  these  words  are 
nonsense,  and  make  as  much  sense  untranslated  as  they 
would  if  an  arbitrary  meaning  were  assigned  to  them. 
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pitch  of  refinement  as  between  Volodya  and  myself, 
whe  had  grown  up  under  identical  conditions. 
Papa  was  akeady  tar  behind  us,  and  much  that 

was  as  clear  to  us  as  '*  twice  two  "  was  incompre- hensible to  him.  For  instance,  Volodya  and  I 
had  agreed,  God  knows  why,  upon  the  following 
words  having  particular  meanings  :  Insect  signified 
a  vainglorious  desire  to  boast  of  the  possession 
of  money  ;  a  hump  (one's  fingers  had  to  be  joined, and  special  emphasis  placed  on  two  of  the  con- 

sonants while  pronouncing  the  word)  signified 
something  fresh,  healthy,  elegant,  but  not  foppish  ; 
a  noun  employed  in  the  plural  signified  unreason- 

able passion  for  the  object ;  and  so  forth.  More- 
over, the  meaning  depended  on  the  expression  of 

one's  countenance,  and  on  the  general  sense  of the  conversation  ;  so  that,  whatever  new  expression 
one  of  us  invented  for  a  new  shade  of  meaning, 
the  other  understood  it  exactly  in  that  sense  at 
the  first  hint.  The  girls  did  not  the  same  under- 

standing, and  this  was  the  chief  cause  of  our 
moral  soHtude,  and  of  the  scorn  which  we  felt 
for  them. 

Perhaps  they  had  an  understanding  of  their 
own  ;  but  it  was  so  unlike  ours,  that,  where  we 
beheld  a  phrase,  they  saw  a  sentiment  :  our 
irony  was  truth  to  them,  and  so  forth.  But  I 
did  not  understand  at  the  same  time  that  they  were 
not  to  blame  in  this  respect,  and  that  this  lack  of 
comprehension  did  not  prevent  them  from  being 
very  good  and  clever  girls  ;  I  despised  them, 
and  having,  moreover,  hit  upon  the  idea  of  frank- 

ness, and  carrying  the  application  of  it  to  extreme 
in  my  own  case,  I  accused  Liubotchka,  with  her 
peaceful,  trusting  nature,  of  secrecy,  because  she 
saw  no  necessity  for  digging  up  and  examining 
all  her  thoughts  and  spiritual  instincts.  For 
example,  it  seemed  to  me  all  excessive  hypocrisy 
when  Liubotchka  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over 
papa  everj^  night,  and  when  she  and  Katenka 
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wept  in  the  chapel  when  they  went  to  hear  the  mass 

for  mamma's  soul,  and  when  Katenka  sighed 
and  rolled  her  eyes  when  she  pla37ed  on  the  piano  ; 
and  I  asked  myself,  When  had  they  learnt  to 
dissimulate  thus  hke  grown-up  people,  and  wJiy 
were  thay  not  ashamed  of  themselves  ? 

/ 
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MY  OCCUPATIONS 

T  N  spite  of  this,  I  came  into  closer  relations  with 
^  our  young  ladies  that  summer  than  in  other  years, 
by  reason  of  a  passion  for  music  which  had  made 
its  appearance  in  me.  That  spring,  a  young  man, 
a  neighbour,  who  came  to  call  upon  us  in  the  coun- 

try, had  no  sooner  entered  the  drawing-room  than 
he  began  to  gaze  at  the  piano,  and  to  move  his 
chair  imperceptibly  towards  it  as  he  conversed, 
among  others,  with  Mimi  and  Katenka.  Having 
discussed  the  weather,  and  the  pleasures  of  country 
life,  he  skilfully  led  the  conversation  to  tuners, 
to  music,  and  to  the  piano,  and  finally  he  announced 
that  he  played  ;  and  very  soon  he  had  executed 
three  waltzes,  while  Liubotchka,  Mimi  and  Katenka 
stood  around  the  piano  and  looked  at  him.  This 
young  man  never  came  again  ;  but  his  playing 
pleased  me  extremely,  and  his  attitude  at  the 
piano,  and  the  way  he  shook  his  hair,  and,  in 
particular,  the  manner  in  which  he  took  octaves 
with  his  left  hand,  swiftly  extending  his  thumb  and 
little  finger  over  the  space  of  the  octave,  then 
slowly  drawing  them  away,  and  again  briskly 
extending  them.  This  graceful  gesture,  his  careless 
pose,  the  way  he  tossed  his  hair,  and  the  attention 
which  our  ladies  paid  to  his  talent,  inspired  me 
with  the  idea  of  playing  on  the  piano.  Having 
convinced  myself,  in  consequence  of  this  idea, 
that  I  had  talent  and  a  passion  for  music,  I  under- 
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took  to  learn.  In  this  respect,  I  behaved  like 
millions  of  the  male  and  especially  of  the  female 
sex,  who  study  without  a  good  teacher,  without 
a  real  vocation,  and  without  the  slightest  compre- 

hension of  what  art  can  give,  and  of  how  necessary 
it  is  to  apply  oneself  to  it  so  that  it  may  yield 
something.  Music,  or  rather  playing  on  the 
piano,  was  for  me  a  means  of  captivating  girls 
through  their  feelings.  With  the  help  of  Katenka, 
who  taught  me  my  notes  and  broke  my  thick 
fingers  in  a  little,  in  which  process,  by  the  way, 
I  passed  two  months  full  of  such  zeal  that  I  even 
exercised  my  disobedient  fourth  finger  on  my  knee 
at  dinner  and  on  my  pillow  in  bed,  I  at  once  began 
to  play  pieces,  and  played  them,  of  course,  soulfully 
{avec  dfne)y  as  even  Katenka  confessed,  but  utterly 
out  of  time. 

The  choice  of  pieces  was  familiar — ^waltzes, 
galops,  romances,  arrangements,  and  so  forth — all 
by  those  pleasing  composers  of  which  any  man 
possessed  of  a  little  heafthy  taste  will  select  a  little 
pile  for  you  from  the  heaps  of  very  beautiful  things 

in  the  music -shops,  and  say,  "  These  are  what  you 
must  not  play,  because  nothing  worse,  more  taste- 

less, and  more  senseless  was  ever  written  on  music- 

paper  ;  "  and  which  you  find  upon  the  pianoforte 
of  every  young  Russian  lady,  probably  for  that  very 

reason.  We  had,  it  is  true,  the  unhappy  *'  Sonate 
Pathetique,''  and  Beethoven's  sonatas  in  C-minor, 
which  are  for  ever  being  murdered  by  young  ladies, 
and  which  Liubotchka  played  in  memory  of 
mamma,  and  other  fine  things,  which  her  Moscow 
teacher  had  given  her ;  but  there  were  also  com- 

positions by  this  teacher,  absurd  marches  and 
galops,  which  Liubotchka  played  as  well,  Katenka 
and  1  did  not  like  serious  things,  and  preferred,  to 

everything  else,  *'  Le  Fou  "  and  the ''  Nightingale," 
which  Katenka  played  in  such  a  manner  that  her 
fingers  were  not  visible.  As  for  myself,  I  already- 
began  to  play  quite  connectedly,  and  I  accjuired  the 
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young  man's  gestures,  and  often  mourned  because 
there  were  no  strangers  to  look  on  when  I  was 
playine;.  But  Liszt  and  Kalkbrenner  soon  proved 
beyond  my  powers  ,and  I  perceived  the  impos- 

sibility of  overtaking  Katenka.  Fancying,  in 
consequence  of  this,  that  classical  music  was  easier, 
and  partly  for  the  sake  of  originahty,  I  all  at  once 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  liked  learned  German 
music,  and  began  to  go  into  raptures,  when 

Liubotchka  played  the  "  Sonate  Path6tique," 
although,  to  tell  the  truth,  this  sonata  had  long 
ago  excited  my  extreme  disgust.  I  began  to  play 
Beethoven  myself,  and  to  pronounce  the  name 
Beethoven.  But  in  all  this  muddle  and  hypocrisy, 
as  I  now  recall,  there  was  something  in  the  nature 
of  talent  in  me,  for  music  often  produced  on  me  an 
effect  sufficiently  powerful  to  call  forth  tears,  and 
the  things  which  pleased  me  I  could  succeed  in 
pla>dng  upon  the  piano  without  notes  ;  so  that,  if 
anyone  had  then  taught  me  to  look  upon  music  as 
an  end,  as  an  independent  enjoyment,  and  not  as  a 
means  of  fascinating  girls  by  the  swiftness  and 
sentiment  of  my  execution,  I  might,  perhaps,  have 
actually  become  a  very  respectable  musician. 
The  perusal  of  French  romances,  of  which 

Volodya  had  brought  down  a  great  many,  was 
another  of  my  occupations  during  this  summer. 
At  that  time  ''  Monte  Cristo ''  and  various 
'*  Mysteries  "  had  just  begun  to  make  their  appear- ance ;  and  I  buried  myself  in  the  romances  of  Sue, 
Dumas,  and  Paul  de  Kock.  All  the  most  unnatural 
personages  and  occurrences  were  as  living  for  me  as 
reality  ;  and  I  not  only  did  not  dare  to  suspect  the 
author  of  lying,  but  the  author  himself  did  not  even 
exist  for  me,  but  living,  acting  people  and  adventures 
appeared  before  me  out  of  the  printed  book.  If  I 
had  never  an>^vhere  met  people  hke  those  I  read 
about,  still  I  did  not  for  a  second  doubt  their 
existence. 

I  discovered  in  myself  all  the  passions  which  were 
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described,  and  a  likeness  to  all  the  characters,  and 
to  the  heroes  and  the  villains  of  every  romance,  as  a 
sensitive  man  finds  in  himself  all  the  symptoms  of 
all  possible  diseases  when  he  reads  a  m.edical  book. 
What  pleased  me  in  these  romances  was  the 
artful  thoughts  and  fiery  sentiments,  the  genuine 
characters  :  the  good  man  was  thoroughly  good,  the 
bad  man  was  as  thoroughly  bad  :  exactly  as  I 
fancied  people  were  in  my  early  youth.  It  pleased 
me  very,  very  much,  that  this  was  all  in  French, 
and  that  I  could  remember  and  quote,  on  the 
occasion  of  a  noble  deed,  the  magnanimous  words 
uttered  by  the  noble  heroes.  How  many  different 
French  phrases  I  concocted  with  the  aid  of  those 
romances,  for  Kolpikoff  if  I  should  ever  encounter 
him  again,  and  for  her,  when  I  should  at  length 
meet  her,  and  declare  my  love  to  her  !  I  prepared 
such  things  to  say  to  them,  that  they  would  have 
died  on  hearing  me.  On  the  foundation  of  these 
novels  I  even  constructed  new  ideas  of  the  moral 
worth  which  I  wished  to  attain  to.  Most  of  all, 

I  desired  to  be  "  noble  "  in  all  my  deeds  and 
behaviour  (I  say  noble,  and  not  hlagorodnuii, 
because  the  French  word  has  another  meaning, 
which  the  Germans  understood  when  they  adopted 
the  word  nobel,^  and  did  not  confound  it  with 
ehrlich) ;  next  to  be  passionate ;  and  lastly, 
to  be  w^hat  I  already  had  an  inclination  to  be,  as 
comme  il  faut  as  possible.  I  even  endeavoured  to 
resemble,  in  my  personal  appearance  and  habits, 
the  heroes  who  possessed  any  of  these  qualities. 
I  rememxber  that  in  one,  out  of  the  hundreds  of 
novels  which  I  read  that  summer,  there  was  an 
excessively  passionate  hero,  with  thick  eyebrows  ; 
and  I  so  much  desired  to  be  like  him  externally 
(I  -felt  myself  to  be  exactly  like  him  morally),  that, 
as  I  examined  my  eyebrows  in  the  mirror,  it 
occurred  to  me  to  cut  them  a  little,  in  order  that 

*  Nobel  means  noble,  generous.    Ehrlich  signifies  honest, honourable,  faithful,  and  so  forth. 
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they  might  grow  thicker  ;  but  when  I  began  to  cut 
them  I  chanced  to  cut  too  much  away  in  one  place. 
I  had  to  trim  it  down  evenly  ;  and  when  that  was 
accomphshedrl  looked  in  the  glass,  and  beheld 
myself,  to  my  horror,  without  any  eyebrows,  and 
consequently  very  ugly  indeed.  However,  I  took 
comfort  in  the  hope  that  my  eyebrows  would  soon 

grow  out  thick,  Uke  the  passionate  man's,  and  was 
only  disturbed  as  to  what  our  family  would  say 
when  they  should  see  me  without  my  eyebrows.  I 
got  some  powder  from  Volodya,  rubbed  it  on  my 
eyebrows,  and  set  fire  to  it.  Although  the  powder 
did  not  laash  up,  I  was  sufficiently  like  a  person  who 
has  been  burned.  No  one  suspected  my  trick,  and 

my  brows  really  did  grow  out  much  thicker  after  I 
had  forgotten  the  passionate  man. 



CHAPTER  XXXI 

COMME  IL   FAUT 

CEVERAL  times  already,  in  the  course  of  tliia 
^  narrative,  I  have  referred  to  the  idea 
corresponding  to  this  French  heading  ;  and  now  I 
feel  th^  necessity  of  devoting  a  whole  chapter  te  this 
idea,  which  was  one  of  the  most  false  and  pernicious 
with  which  I  was  inoculated  by  eduoatien  and 
society. 

The  human  race  may  be  separated  into  many 
classes — into  rich  and  poor,  good  and  bad,  soldiers 
and  civilians,  into  clever  people  and  stupid,  and 
so  on.  But  every  man,  without  exception,  has  his 

own  favourite  principal  subdivisions*  under  which he  mechanically  classes  each  new  individual. 
My  chief  and  favourite  subdivision  of  people,  at  the 
time  of  which  I  write,  was  into  people  who  were 
comme  il  fant,  and  people  who  were  comme  il  ne 
faut  pas.  The  second  class  was  again  subdivided 
into  people  who  were  simply  not  comme  ilfaut,  and 
the  comm.on  people.  People  who  were  comme  il 
faut,  I  considered  worthy  of  holding  equal  inter- 

course with  me  ;  as  for  the  second  class,  I  pretended 
to  despise  them,  but  in  reality  I  hated  them,  and 
cherished  towards  them  a  certain  sense  of  personal 
injury  ;  the  third  did  not  exist  for  me — I  scorned 
them  utterly,  My  comme  ilfaut  consisted  first  and 
chiefly  in  an  excellent  knowledge  of  the  French 
tongue,  and  a  good  pronunciation  in  particular.  A 
man  who  did  not  pronounce  French  well  instantly 
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awakened  a  feeling  of  hatred  in  me.  "  Wliy  do  you 
%vant  to  talk  like  us,  when  you  don't  know  how  ?  " 
I  asked  him  mentally,  with  biting  irony.  The 
^second  condition  of  comme  il  foul  was  long,  clean, 
poUshed  finger-nails  ;  a  third  was  a  knowledge  of 
tiow  to  bow,  dance,  and  converse  ;  a  fourth,  and 
very  knportant  one,  was  indifference  to  everything, 
and  the  constant  expression  of  a  certain  elegant, 
scornful  ennui.  Besides  these,  I  had  general 
indications,  by  means  of  which  I  decided  without 
having  spoken  to  a  man,  to  which  class  he  belonged. 
The  chi^  of  these,  besides  the  arrangement  of  his 
room,  his  seal,  hte  handwriting,  and  his  equipage, 
was  his  feet.  The  relations  of  his  boots  to  his 
trousers  immediately  settled  the  status  of  the  man 
in  my  eyes.  Boots  without  heels,  with  pointed 
tees.  Stud  trousers  narrow  at  the  bottem  and  without 
straps,  were  common  ;  while  boots  with  round, 
narrow  toes  and  high  heels,  and  trousers  narrow 
belcw  with  straps  surrounding  the  feet,  or  wide 
with  stcaps  and  arching  over  the  toes  hke  canopies, 
wepe  in  Imd  stvle  ;  and  so  on. 

It  is  strange  that  this  idea  should  have  been  so 
deeply  rioted  in  me,  as  I  was  decidedly  disqualified 
to  be  com?ne  il  faut.  But  perhaps  the  very  reason 
that  it  took  such  deep  root  in  me  was  because  it 
cost  me  vast  labour  to  acquire  this  comm^  il  faut. 
It  is  fearful  to  recall  how  much  of  my  priceless  time 
at  the  best  period  of  life,  sixteen,  I  wasted  in  the 
acquirement  of  this  quality.  It  all  seemed  to  come 
easily  to  all  those  whom  I  imitated — Volodya, 
Dubkoif ,  and  the  greater  part  of  my  acquaintances. 
I  gazed  at  them  with  envy,  and  laboured  secretly 
at  the  French  tongue,  at  the  art  of  bowing,  without 
regard  to  the  person  I  bowed  to,  at  conversation,  at 
dancing,  at  cultivating  indifference  and  ennui,  at 
my  finger-nails — often  cutting  my  flesh  with  the 
scfee^rs — ^and  all  the  while  1  felt  that  much  labour 
was  required  before  I  should  attain. my  object. 
But  as  for  my  room,  my  writing-table,  my  equipage 
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— all  these  I  did  not  in  the  least  know  how  to 
arrange  in  such  a  manner  that  they  should  be 
comme  il  faut,  although  I  duly  strove  to  attend  to 
them   in   spite   of    my   repugnance   to^  practical 
matters.     But    it    seemed    as    though    all    these 
troubles  were  settled  excellently  by  everyone  else, 
and    as    though    it    could   not   be    otherwise.     I 
remember,  once,  after  arduous  and  fruitless  labour 
over  my  nails,  asking  Dubkoff,  whose  nails  were 
wonderfully  fine,  whether  they  had  long  been  so, 

and  how  he  managed  it.     Dubkoff  replied,  "  I  have 
never  done  anything,  so  far  as  I  can  remember,  to 

make  them  so,  and  I  don't  understand  how  any 
nice  man  can  have  any  other  kind  of  nails.''    This 
answer  wounded  me  deeply.     I  did  not  then  know 
that  one  of  the  chief  conditions  of  being  comme  il 
faut  is  secrecy  with  regard  to  the  labours  with  which 
that  comme  ilfaut  is  obtained.     Comme  ilfaut  was 
not  only  a  great  merit,  in  my  opinion,  a  very  fine 
quality,  a  perfection  which  I  desired  to  attain,  but 
it  was  the  indispensable  condition  in  life,  without 
which  there  could  be  neither  happiness,  nor  glory, 
nor  anything  good  in  the  world.      I  should  not 
have  respected  a  renowned  artist,  or  a  savant,  or 
even  a  benefactor  of  the  human  race,  if  he  had  not 
been  comme  il  faut.    The  man  who  was  comme  il 
faut  stood  incomparably  higher  than  they  ;    he 
allowed   them   the   liberty   of   painting   pictures, 
writing  music  and  books,  of  doing  good  ;   he  even 
praised  them  for  so  doing,  for  why  should  not  good 
be  praised,  in  whatever  it  consisted  ?  but  he  could 
not  stand  on  one  level  with  them  :  he  was  comme  il 

faut,  and  thej^  were  not,  and  that  was  enough. 
It  even  seems  to  me  that  if  we  had  had  a  brother,  a 
mother,  or  a  father  who  was  not  comme  il  faut,  I 
should  have  said  it  was  a  misfortune,  but  that  there 
could  be  nothing  in  common  between  them  and  me. 
But  neither  the  loss  of  golden  time,  employed  in 
constant  worry  over  the  observation  of  all  the 
conditions  of  comme  ilfaut  which  were  so  perplexing 
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to  me,  which  excluded  every  serious  interest,  nor 
the  hatred  and  contempt  for  nine-tenths  of  the 
human  race,  nor  the  lack  of  attention  to  all  the  fine 
deeds  which  took  place  outside  the  circle  of  the 
comme  il  faut — this  was  not  the  chief  harm  which 
this  idea  did  me.  The  chief  harm  consisted  in  the 
conviction  that  comme  il  faut  is  a  fixed  position  in 
society  ;  that  a  man  need  not  exert  himself  to 
become  either  an  official  or  a  cartwTight,  a  soldier 
or  a  savant,  if  he  is  comme  ilfaut ;  that,  having  once 
attained  this  state,  he  has  fulfilled  his  vocation,  and 
has  even  placed  himself  above  the  level  of  the 
majority  of  mankind. 

At  a  certain  period  of  adolescence,  after  many 
blunders  and  distractions,  every  man,  as  a  rule,  feels 
the  necessity  of  taking  an  active  part  in  social  life, 
selects  some  branch  of  industry,  and  devotes 
himself  to  it ;  but  this  rarely  happens  with  a  man 
comme  il  faut.  I  have  known,  and  I  still  know, 

many,  very  many  old  people  who  are  proud,  self- 
confident,  sharp  in  their  judgments,  who,  if  the 

question  were  put  to  them  in  the  other  world, "  Who 
are  you  ?  What  have  you  done  there  below  ?  " would  not  be  able  to  return  any  other  answer  than, 

"  Je  fus  un  homme  ires  comme  il  faut "  (I  was  a 
thoroughly  genteel  man). 

This  fate  awaited  me. 



CHAPTER   XXXII  ' 

YOUTH 

NOTWITHSTANDING  the  jumble  of  ideas 
which  passed  through  my  brain,  I  was 

young  that  summer,  innocent,  free,  and  therefore 
almost  happy.  Sometimes,  and  tolerably  often, 
too,  I  rose  early.  (I  slept  in  the  open  air  on  the 
terrace,  and  the  brilliant,  oblique  rays  of  the  morn- 

ing sun  awakened  me.)  I  dressed  myself  rapidly, 
took  a  towel  and  a  volume  of  French  romance 
under  my  arm,  and  went  for  a  bath  in  the  river, 
under  the  shadow  of  a  birch  grove,  which  was  half 
a  verst  distant  from  the  house.  Then  I  stretched 
myself  out  upon  the  grass  in  the  shade,  raising 
my  eyes  now  and  then  from  my  book  to  glance 
at  the  surface  of  the  river,  which  purpled  in  the 
shadows  as  it  began  to  undulate  beneath  the 
morning  breeze  ;  at  the  field  of  yellowing  rye  on 
the  opposite  shore  ;  and  at  the  bright-red  morning 
rays  of  light,  which  tinged  lower  and  ever  lower 
the  trunks  of  the  beeches,  which,  hiding  one  behind 
the  other,  retreated  from  me  into  the  fresh  depths 
of  the  wood  :  and  I  enjoyed  the  consciousness  of 
having  within  myself  the  same  fresh  young  force 
of  Ufe  which  breathed  forth  from  nature  all  about 
me.  When  tiny  grey  morning  clouds  filled  the 
heavens,  and  I  shivered  after  my  bath,  I  often 
set  out  on  a  pathless  tramp  across  forest  and 
meadow,  wetting  my  boots  through  and  through 
with  delight  in  the  fresh  dew.    At  that  time,  I 
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indulged  in  vivid  dreams  of  heroes  from  the  last 
romance  I  had  read,  and  fancied  myself  now  a 
colonel,  now  a  minister,  then  a  wonderfully  strong 
man,  then  a  man  of  passions  ;  and  I  kept  glancing 
round  incessantly,  in  some  trepidation,  in  the  hope 
of    suddenly    meeting    her    somewhere    in    some 
meadow,    or   behind   some    tree.     When,    in   the 
course  of  such  wanderings,   I  came  across  some 
peasants  or  peasant  women  at  work,  although  the 
common  people  did  not  exist  for  me,   I  always 
experienced  a  powerful,  involuntary  emotion,  and 
tried  not  to  let  them  see  me.     When  it  had  become 
hot,  but  our  ladies  had  not  yet  made  their  appear- 

ance for  tea,  I  often  went  into  the  orchard  or  the 
garden,  to  eat  whatever  vegetables  and  fruits  were 
ripe.     And  this  occupation  furnished  me  with  one 
of    my    chief    pleasures.     In    the    apple-orchard, 
perhaps  you  have  crept  into  the  very  midst  of  a 
tall,  thick,  overgrown  raspberry -bush.     Overhead 
is  the  hot,  clear  sky  ;   all  around  is  the  pale-green, 
thorny   verdure   of   the   raspberry-bush,   mingled 
with    weeds.     The    dark-green    nettle,    with    its 
thin,  flowery  crest,  stretches  gracefully  upwards  ; 
the  claw-like  burdock,  with  its  unnatural,  prickly, 
purple  flowers,  grows  rankly  above  the  raspberry- 
bush  and  higher  than  your  head,  and  here  and  there, 
in  company  w4th  the  nettle,  reaches  even  to  the 
luxuriantly   drooping,    pale-green   boughs   of    the 
old  apple-tree,  high  up  upon  which,  close  to  the 
hot  sun,  apples,  round,  shining  as  though  made  of 
bone,   but  still  immature,   are  ripening.     Below, 
a  young  raspberry-bush,  leafless  and  almost  dry, 
twists  and  turns  as  it  stretches  out  towards  the 

sun  ;   needle-like  spears  of  grass  thrust  themselves 
between   the    last   year's   dead    leaves,    and    all, 
besprinkled  with  dew,  grow  green  and  rich  in  the 
eternal  shade,  as  though  they  did  not  know  how 
brightly  the  sun  is  playing  on  the  apple  trees. 

In  this  thicket,  it  is  always  damp  :  it  is  redolent 

of  dense  and  constant  shade,  of  spiders'  webs  and 
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windfalls  of  apples,  which  already  lie  blackening 
upon  the  rotting  earth  ;   of  raspberries,  and  some- 

times of  wood-lice,  which  you  swallow  unwittingly 
with  your  ̂  berry — after  which,  you  eat  another 
as   speedily   as   possible.     As   you   advance,   you 
frighten  the  sparrows  who  always  dwell  in  this, 
thicket ;    you  hear  their  anxious  twittering,   and 
the  beating  of  their  swift,  tiny  wings  against  the 
branches  ;    you  hear  in  one  spot  the  hum  of  the 
wasp,  and,  somewhere  on  the  paths,  the  footstep 
of  the  gardener,  of  Akim  the  little  fool,  and  his 
perpetual  purring  to  himself  ;   you  think  to  your- 

self, "  No  !    neither  he  nor  anyone  in   the  world 
can  find  me  here."      With  both  hands,  you  pick 
the  juicy  berries  right  and  left  from  their  white, 
conical   stalks,    and   swallow   them   v/ith   delight 
one  after  the  other.     Your  legs  are  wet  through, 
far  above  the  knee  ;    your  head  is  full  of  some 
frightful  nonsense  or  other  (you  repeat  mentally, 

a  thousand  times  in  succession,  ''  A-a-n-d  to-oo-o 
twen-ty-y-y,  a-a-n-d  to-oo-o  se-e-v-ee-en  ") ;   your 
arms  and  legs  are  dripping  ;    your  trousers  are 
stinging  hot  with  nettles  ;   the  perpendicular  rays 
of  the  sun,  which  have  penetrated  the  thicket, 
begin  to  burn  your  head  ;   your  desire  to  eat  has 
•long  since  vanished,  and  you  sit  on  in  the  wilder- 

ness,   and    listen    and    look   and   meditate,    and 
mechanically  pull  off  and  swallow  still  more  berries. 

I  generally  went  to  the  drawing-room  at  eleven, 
usually  after  tea,  when  the  ladies  were  already 
seated  at  their  work.     Near  to  the  first  window, 
curtained  with  a  blind  of  unbleached  hnen,  through 
a  crevice  of  which  the  brilliant  sun  casts  such 
dazzUng,  fiery  circles  on  everything  which  comes 
in  its  way  that  it  pains  the  eyes  to  look  at  them, 
stands  the  embroidery-frame,  over  Vv^hose  white 
hnen  the  flies  promenade  peacefully.    At  the  fram.e 
sits  Mimi,  shaking  her  head  incessantly,   in  an 
angry  manner,  and  moving  from  place  to  place 
to  escape  the  sun,  which  suddenly  breaking  through 
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somewhere  or  other,  casts  a  burning  streak  of 

^'  ht  now  on  her  hand,  now  on  her  face.  Through iiic  otlier  three  windows  it  falls,  with  the  shadow^s 
of  the  frames,  in  full,  brilliant,  sxjuare  patches. 
Upon  one  of  these,  on  the  unpainted  floor  of  the 
drawing-room,  lies  Milka,  from  ancient  habit,  and 
pricks  up  her  ears  and  watches  the  flies  as  they 
walk  about  over  the  square  of  hght.  Katenka 
knits  or  reads,  as  she  sits  on  the  sofa,  and  flourishes 
her  white  hands,  which  seem  transparent  in  the 
bright  hght,  or  impatiently  shakes  her  head,  with 
a  frown,  in  order  to  drive  off  the  flies  which  have 
crawled  into  her  thick  golden  locks  and  are  flutter- 

ing there.  Liubotchka  either  paces  up  and  down 
in  the  room,  wuth  her  hands  behind  her,  waiting 
until  they  all  go  into  the  garden,  or  else  plays  some 
piece  upon  the  piano,  with  every  note  of  which 
I  have  long  been  famihar.  I  seat  myself  somewhere 
and  listen  to  the  music  or  the  reading,  and  wait 
until  I  can  sit  down  to  the  piano  myself.  After 
dinner  I  occasionallv  condescended  to  ride  on 
horseback  with  the  girls  (I  considered  walkmg 
exercise  unsuitable  to  my  age  and  position  in  the 
world)  ;  and  our  excursions,  during  which  I  led 
them  through  extraordinary  places  and  ravines, 
w^ere  very  pleasant.  Sometim.es  we  had  adventures, 
in  which  I  exhibited  great  bravery,  and  the  ladies 
praised  my  riding  and  my  daring,  and  regarded 
me  as  their  protector.  In  the  evening,  if  there  are 
no  visitors,  after  tea,  which  we  drank  in  the  shady 
veranda,  and  a  stroll  with  papa  to  see  to  the 
business  of  the  estate,  I  he  do\\T»  in  my  old  place 
on  the  veranda,  and  read  and  dream.,  as  of  old,  as 

I  hsten  to,  Katenka's  and  Liubotchka 's  music 
Sometimes  when  I  am  left  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and  Liubotchka  is  playing  some  ancient 
music,  I  drop  my  book,  and,  gazing  through  the 
open  door  of  the  balcony  at  the  curling,  drooping 
boughs  of  the  lofty  beeches,  upon  which  the 
shadows  of  evening  are   already  falling,   and  at 
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the  pure  heavens,  in  which,  if  you  gaze  fixedly, 
a  dusty  yellowish  spot  seems  to  appear  all  at  once 
and  vanish  again  ;  and  lending  an  ear  to  the  sounds 
of  music  from  the  hall,  to  the  creaking  of  the  gate, 
the  voices  of  women  and  the  herd  returning  to  the 
village,  I  suddenly  recall  Natalya  Savischna  with 
great  vividness,  and  mamm.a,  and  Karl  Ivanitch, 
and  for  a  moment  I  feel  sad.  But  my  soul  is  so 
full  of  life  and  hope  at  this  period,  that  these 
memories  only  brush  me  with  their  wings,  and  soar 
away. 

After  supper,  and  sometimes  after  a  walk  by 
night  in  the  garden  with  someone — I  was  afraid 
to  traverse  the  dark  alleys  alone — I  went  off  alone 
to  sleep  on  the  floor  of  the  veranda,  which  afforded 
me  great  pleasure,  in  spite  of  the  millions  of  gnats 
by  which  I  was  tormented.  When  the  moon  was 
at  the  full,  I  often  spent  whole  nights  seated  on  my 
mattress,  gazing  at  the  lights  and  shadows,  listening 
to  the  stillness  and  the  noises,  dreaming  of  various 
subjects,  especially  of  poetic  and  voluptuous  bliss, 
which  then  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  highest  happi- 

ness in  life,  and  grieving  because,  up  to  this  timic, 
it  had  been  granted  to  me  to  imagine  it  only. 
Sometimes  when  all  have  but  just  dispersed,  and 
the  lights  in  the  drawing-room  have  been  trans- 

ferred to  the  upper  chambers,  where  feminine 
voices,  and  the  sound  of  windows  opening  and  shut- 

ting, have  become  audible,  I  betake  myself  to  the 
gallery,  and  pace  it  listening  eagerly  to  all  the  sounds 
of  the  house  as  it  lapses  into  sleep.  So  long  as 
there  is  the  smallest,  unfounded  hope  of  a  bliss, 
even  though  incomplete,  such  as  that  I  dream  of, 
I  cannot  calmly  construct  an  imaginary  bliss  for 
myself. 

At  every  sound  of  naked  feet,  at  every  cough, 
sigh,  touch  given  to  a  window,  or  rustle  of  a  dress 
I  spring  from  my  bed,  I  hearken  like  a  robber, 
I  peer  about,  and  become  agitated  without  any 
visible  cause.     But  new  the  lights  disappear  in 
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the  upper  windows  ;    the  sounds  of  footstep's  and conversation  are  replaced  by  snores  ;    the  night- 
watchman  begins  to  thump  upon  his  gong  ;    the 
garden  grows  more  gloomy,  and  yet  brighter,  as 
the  streaks  of  red  hght  from  the  windows  disappear 
from  it ;    the  last  candle  flits  from  the  pantrj^  to 
the  ante-room,  throwing  a  strip  of  light  upon  the 
dewy  garden  ;   and  through  the  window  I  can  see 
the  bent  figure  of  Foka,  on  his  way  to  bed,  clad  in 
a  wrapper,  and  with  a  candle  in  his  hands.     I  often 
took  a  great  and  agitating  deUght  in  creeping  over 
the  damp  grass,  m  the  black  shadow  of  the  house, 
approaching  the  window  of  the  ante-room,  and  listen- 

ing, as  I  held  my  breath,  to  the  snores  of  the  boy,  the 
groans  of  Foka,  who  supposed  that  no  one  could 
hear  him,  and  the  sound  of  his  aged  voice  as  he 
recited  prayers  for  a  long,  long  time.     At  length 
his  last  candle  was  extinguished,  the  window  was 
slammed  to,  and   I  remained  quite  alone;    and 
glancing  about  on  all  sides,  to  see  whether  there 
was  a  white  woman  anywhere,  beside  the  clumps 
of  shrubbery  or  beside  my  bed,  I  hastened  to  the 
veranda  at  a  trot.     And  sometimes  I  lay  on  m.y  bed 
with  my  face  to  the  garden,  and,  covering  myself 
as  much  as  possible  from  the  gnats  and  the  bats, 
I  gazed  upon  the  trees,  Ustened  to  all  the  sounds 
of  the  night,  and  dreamed  of  love  and  bhss. 

Then  everj^thing  acquired  another  meaning  for 
me  ;  and  the  sight  of  the  ancient  beeches,  as  their 
branches  on  one  side  shone  in  the  hght  of  the  moon- 
ht  heavens,  on  the  other  side  casting  black  shadows 
over  the  bushes  and  the  road  ;  and  the  calm  gleam 
of  the  lake  spreading  over  its  increasing  ripples  ; 
and  the  moonlight  glimmer  of  dewdrops  upon  the 
flowers  in  front  of  the  veranda,  which  throw  their 
graceful  shadows  across  the  grey  beds  ;  and  the 
sound  of  the  snipe  beyond  the  lake  ;  and  the  voice 
of  a  man  on  the  highway ;  and  the  quiet,  almost 
inaudible  scraping  of  two  old  beeches  against 
each  other  ;    and  the  buzzing  of  a  gnat  above  m\^ 
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ear  and  beneath  the  coverlet ;  and  the  fall  of  an 
apple  which  has  dropped  from  a  dry  bough  upon 
the  dry  leaves  ;  and  the  hops  of  the  frogs  which 
sometimes  even  got  as  far  as  the  veranda  steps, 
and  shone  rather  mysteriously  in  the  moonlight 
with  their  green  backs — all  this  assumed  a  strange 
significance  for  me,  the  significance  of  a  beauty 
too  great,  and  of  an  endless  happiness.  And  then 
she  appeared,  with  a  long  black  braid  of  hair,  a 
swelling  bosom,  always  sad  and  very  beautiful, 
with  bare  arms  and  voluptuous  embraces.  She 
loved  me,  and  for  one  moment  of  her  love  I  sacri- 

ficed my  whole  life.  But  the  moon  rose  higher  and 
higher,  brighter  and  brighter  in  the  sky  ;  the 
gorgeous  gleam  of  the  lake,  swelling  like  a  sound, 
became  clearer  and  clearer  ;  the  shadows  grew 
blacker  and  blacker,  the  light  more  and  more 
transparent :  and  as  I  looked  upon  and  listened 
to  it  all,  something  told  me  that  she  with  her 
bare  arms  and  fiery  embrace  was  far,  very  far  from 
being  the  whole  of  happiness,  that  love  for  her 

was  far,  very  far  from  being  all  one's  bliss  ;  and  the 
more  I  gazed  upon  the  high,  full  moon,  the  more 
and  more  lofty,  the  purer  and  purer,  the  nearer 
and  nearer  to  Him,  to  the  source  of  all  beauty  and 
bliss,  did  true  beauty  and  bliss  seem  to  me  ;  and 
tears  of  an  unsatisfied  but  agitated  joy  rushed  to 
my  eyes. 

And  still  I  was  alone,  and  still  it  seemed  to  me 
that  this  mysteriously  magnificent  nature,  with  the 
bright  sphere  of  the  moon  which  attracts  one 
towards  her,  and  which  hangs  in  a  lofty  but  un- 

certain spot  in  the  pale  blue  heavens,  and  yet 
appears  to  be  everywhere  as  though  filling  im- 

measurable space,  and  I,  an  insignificant  worm, 
already  stained  with  all  mean,  petty  earthly 
passions,  but  endowed  also  with  a  boundlessly 
compelling  power  of  imagination  and  of  love — 
it  seemed  to  me  at  such  moments,  as  though  nature 
and  the  moon  and  I  were  all  one  and  the  same. 



CHAPTER  XXXIII 

NEIGHBOURS 

T  HAD  been  very  much  surprised,  the  first  day 

^  we  were  in  the  country,  that  papa  should  call 
the  Epifanoffs  fine  people,  and  still  more  surprised 
that  he  should  go  to  their  house.  There  was  a 
lawsuit  of  long  standing  between  us  and  the 
Epifanoffs.  I  had  heard  papa  rage  over  this  law- 

suit many  a  time  when  I  was  a  child,  storm  at  the 
Epifanoffs,  and  summon  various  people  to  defend 
him  against  them,  as  I  understood  it ;  I  had  heard 
Jakov  call  them  our  enemies,  and  serfs  *  ;  and  I 
remember  how  mamma  requested  that  no  mention 
of  these  people  might  be  made  in  her  house  or  in  her 
presence. 

On  these  data  I  had  constructed  for  myself,  in  my 
childhood,  such  a  fine  and  clear  idea  that  the 
Epifanoffs  were  our  enemies,  who  were  ready  not 

only  to  cut  papa's  throat  or  to  strangle  him,  but  that 
of  his  son  also  if  they  could  catch  him,  and  that  they 
were  black  people  in  the  literal  sense  of  the  word, 
that  when  I  beheld  Avdotya  Vasilievna  Epifanoff, 
la  belle  Flamande,  waiting  upon  mamma  the  year 
she  died,  it  was  with  difficulty  that  I  could  believe 
that  she  was  one  of  that  family  of  black  people  ; 
and  I  still  retained  the  basest  opinion  of  this 
family.  Although  we  often  met  them  in  the  course 
of  this  summer,  I  continued  to  be  strongly  pre- 

judiced against  the  whole  family.  In  reality,  this 
*Tchernuie  liudi,  black  people. 
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was  what  the  Epifanoffs  were.  The  family 

consisted  of  the  mother,  a  widow  of  fifteen  years' 
standing,  who  was  still  a  fresh  and  merrj;  old  lady, 
the  beautiful  daughter  Avdotya  Vasilievna,  and  a 
stuttering  son,  Piotr  VasiHevitch,  who  was  a 
retired  lieutenant,  and  a  bachelor  of  a  very  serious 
character. 

Anna  Dmitrievna  Epifanoff  had  lived  apart  from 
her  husband  for  twenty  years  before  his  death, 
sometimes  in  Peterburg,  where  she  had  relatives, 
but  for  the  most  part  in  her  village  of  Muitishcha, 
which  was  situated  at  a  distance  of  three  versts 

from  us.  Such  horrors  were  related  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood about  her  manner  of  life,  that  Messalina 

was  an  innocent  child  in  comparison  with  her. 
In  consequence  of  this,  mamma  requested  that  even 
the  name  of  the  Epif anova  might  not  be  mentioned 
in  her  house ;  but  speaking  entirely  without 
irony,  it  was  impossible  to  beheve  even  a  tenth  part 
of  the  most  malicious  of  all  possible  scandals — the 
scandals  of  neighbours  in  the  country.  When  I 
knew  Anna  Dmitrievna,  although  she  had  in  the 
house  a  peasant  business-manager  named  Mitiuscha, 
who  was  always  pomaded  and  curled,  and  dressed 
in  a  coat  after  the  Circassian  fashion,  and  stood 

behind  Anna  Dmitrievna's  chair  at  dinner,  while 
she  frequently  invited  her  guests  in  French  to 
admire  his  handsome  eyes  and  mouth,  there  was 
nothing  whatever  of  that  which  rumour  continued 
to  talk  about.  In  fact,  it  appears  that  for  the  last 
ten  years,  from  the  time,  indeed,  when  Anna 
Dmitrievna  had  recalled  her  dutiful  son  Piotr 
from  the  service,  she  had  entirely  changed  her 
manner  of  hfe. 

Anna  Dmitrievna's  estate  was  small,  a  hundred 
souls  in  all,  and  her  expenses  during  her  gay  life 
were  large,  so  that  ten  years  before  this,  of  course, 
the  mortgages  and  double  m.ortgages  on  her  estate 
had  fallen  due,  and  its  sale  by  auction  was  un- 

avoidable.   Fancying  in  these  extremities  that  the 
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trusteeship,  the  inventory  of  the  estate,  the  arrival 
of  the  juc^e,  and  such-hke  unpleasantnesses  arose 
not  so  much  from  her  failure  to  pay  the  interest,  as 
frcHn  the  fact  that  she  was  a  woman,  Anna 
Dmitrievna  wrote  to  her  son,  who  was  with  his 
regiment,  to  come  to  the  rescue  of  his  mother  in  this 
strait. 

Although  Piotr  Vasilievitch  was  doing  so  well  in 
the  service  that  he  hoped  soon  to  be  earning  his  own 
bit  of  bread,  he  gave  up  everything,  went  on  the 
retired  list,  and  like  a  respectful  son,  who  con- 

sidered it  as  his  first- duty  to  comfort  his  mother's 
old  age  (as  he  wrote  with  perfect  sincerity  in  his 
letters),  came  to  the  village. 

Piotr  Vasihevitch,  in  spite  of  his  homely  face,  his 
awkwardness,  and  his  stutter,  was  a  man  of  very 
firm  principles,  and  remarkable  practical  sense. 
He  kept  possession  of  the  property  by  means  of 
small  loans,  temporizing,  prayers,  and  promises. 
Having  turned  property-owner,  Piotr  Vasihevitch 
donned  his  father's  fur-lined  coat  which  had  been 
laid  up  in  the  storeroom,  got  rid  of  his  horses  and 
carriages,  taught  visitors  not  to  come  to  Muitishcha, 
dug  drains,  increased  the  arable  land  by  diminishing 
the  peasants'  allotments,  felled  his  woods  and  sold them  in  a  businesslike  way,  and  got  his  affairs  into 
order.  Piotr  Vasilievitch  took  a  vow,  and  kept  it, 
that,  until  all  the  debts  were  paid,  he  would  wear 

no  other  clothes  than  his  father's  bekescha  (coat), 
and  a  canvas  paletot  w^hich  he  made  for  himself, 
and  that  he  would  not  ride  in  any  other  way  than 
in  a  telega  with  the  peasants'  work-horses  He 
endeavoured  to  impose  this  stoical  manner  of  life 
upon  all  the  family,  in  so  far  as  his  servile  respect 
for  his  mother,  which  he  considered  his  duty, 
permitted.  -  In  the  drawing-room  he  stammered, 
and  conducted  himself  in  the  most  slavish  manner 
towards  his  mother,  fulfilled  all  her  wishes,  scolded 
people  if  they  did  not  do  what  Anna  Dmitrievna 
commanded  ;    but  in  his  own  study,  and  in  the 
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office,  he  called  everyone  to  strict  account  because 
a  duck  had  been  sent  to  the  table  without  his 
orders,  or  because  a  muzhik  had  been  sent  by  Anna 

Dmitrievna  to  inquire  after  some  neighbour's  health, 
or  because  the  peasant  girls  had  been  sent  to  the 
woods  for  raspberries,  instead  of  being  at  work 
weeding  the  garden. 

In  the  course  of  three  years,  all  the  debts  had 
been  paid,  and  Piotr  Vasilievitch  returned  from  a 
trip  to  Moscow  in  new  clothes  and  a  tarantass. 
But  in  spite  of  this  flourishing  state  of  affairs,  he 
still  retamed  the  same  stoical  proclivities,  in  which 
he  seemed  to  take  a  glowing  pride  before  his  own 
family  and  strangers  ;  and  he  often  said  with  a 

stutter,  '*  Anyone  who  really  wants  to  see  me  will 
be  glad  to  see  me  in  my  tulup,*  and  he  will  also  eat 
my  cabbage-soup  and  gruel — I  eat  them,"  he 
added.  Every  word  and  movemxent  expressed 
pride  founded  upon  the  consciousness  that  he  had 
sacrificed  himself  for  his  mother,  and  had  redeemed 
the  property,  and  scorn  for  others  because  they  had 
done  nothing  of  the  sort. 

The  characters  of  the  mxOther  and  daughter  were 
totally  unUke  this,  and  they  differed  from  each 
other  in  many  respects.  The  mother  was  one  of 
the  most  agreeable  and  cheerful  women  in  society, 
and  always  equably  good-natured.  She  really 
rejoiced  in  everything  that,  was  gay  and  pleasing. 
She  even  possessed,  in  the  highest  degree,  the 
capacity  of  enjoying  the  sight  of  young  people 
making  merry,  which  is  a  trait  encountered  only  in 
the  most  good^-natured  old  people^  Her  daughter, 
Avdotya  Vasilievna,  on  the  contrary,  was  of  a 
serious  character  ;  or,  rather,  she  possessed  that 
peculiarly  indifferent,  dreamy  disposition,  united 
to  that  utterly  uncalled  for  haughtiness  of  manner 
which  unmarried  beauties  generally  possess.  When 
she  wished  to  be  gay,  her  mirth  proved  rather 

♦Sheepskin  coat. 
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strange,  as  though  she  were  laughing  at  herself, 
at  those  with  whom  she  spoke,  or  at  all  che  world, 
which  she  assuredly  did  not  mean  to  do.  I  often 
wondered  and  questioned  myself  as  to  what  she 

meant  by  such  phrases  as  these  :  "  Yes,  I  am 
awfully  handsome  ;  of  course  everybody  is  in  love 
with  me,"  and  so  on. 

Anna  Dmitrievna,  the  mother,  was  a  very  active 
personage.  She  had  a  passion  for  arranging  the 
little  house  and  garden,  for  flowers,  canaries,  and 
!)retty  things.  Her  chambers  and  gardens  were  not 
arge  or  luxurious  ;  but  everything  was  so  clean, 
so  neatly  arranged,  and  ever^^thing  bore  stich  a 
general  imprint  of  that  daintily  hght  mirth  which 
a  pretty  waltz  or  polka  expresses,  that  the  word  toy, 
which  was  often  used  in  commendation  by  her 
guests,  was  particularly  suited  to  Anna  Dmi- 
trievna's  tiny  garden  and  apartments.  And  Anna 
Dmitrievna  herself  was  a  toy — small,  thin,  with  a 
bright  complexion,  and  pretty  little  hands,  always 
merry,  and  always  becomingly  dressed.  Only  the 
rather  excessively  swollen,  dark-lilac  veins  which 
were  traced  upon  her  httle  hands,  did  not  add  to 
their  beauty. 

Avdotya  Vasilievna,  on  the  contrar}%  hardly  ever 
did  anything,  and  not  only  was  not  fond  of  busying 
herself  over  flowers  and  dainty  trifles,  but  she 
occupied  herself  too  Uttle  with  herself,  and  always 
ran  off  to  dress  when  visitors  arrived.  But  when 
she  returned  to  the  room  dressed,  she  was  remark- 

ably pretty,  with  the  exception  of  the  cold 
expression  of  her  eyes  and  smile,  which  is  character- 

istic of  all  very  handsomie  faces.  Her  strictly 
regular  and  very  beautiful  face  and  her  stately 
figure  seemed  to  be  constantly  saying  to  you, 

'*  You  may  look  at  me,  if  you  please." 
But  notwithstanding  the  vivacious  character  of 

the  mother,  and  the  indifferent,  dreamy  exterior 
of  the  daughter,  something  told  us  that  the  former 

F 
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had  never  loved  anything  either  now  or  in  times 
past,  except  what  was  pretty  and  gay  ;  and  that 
Avdotya  Vasilievna  was  one  of  those  natures 
which,  if  they  once  love,  will  sacrifice  their  whole 
life  to  the  one  thev  love. 
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father's  marriage 

"C^ATHER  was  forty-eight  years  old  when  he ^  took  Avdotya  Vasihevna  Epifanova  for his  second  wife. 

I  fancy  that  when  papa  came  alone,  in  the  spring, 
to  the  country,  with  the  girls,  he  was  in  tliat 
nervously  happy  and  sympathetic  state  of  mind  in 
which  gamblers  usually  are  when  they  have 
ceased  playing  after  large  windings.  He  felt  that 
much  unexhausted  luck  yet  remained  for  him, 
which,  if  he  did  not  care  to  employ  it  any  longer  on 
cards,  he  might  expend  upon  general  success  in 
life.  Moreover,  it  was  spring  ;  he  was  unexpectedly 
in  possession  of  a  good  deal  of  money,  was  alone, 
and  had  nothing  to  do.  In  discussing  matters  with 
Jakov,  and  recalling  the  interminable  lawsuit 
with  the  Epifanoffs,  and  the  beautiful  Avdotya 
Vasilievna,  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  a  long  tirne, 

I  can  fancy  how  he  said  to  Jakov,  '*  Do  you  know, 
Jakov  Kharlamitch,  I  think  it  would  be  better  to 
yield  that  cursed  piece  of  ground  to  them  than  to 

go  on  with  this  suit ;  hey  ?     What  do  you  think  ?  " 
I  can  imagine  how  Jakov's  fingers  twisted  a 

negative  behind  his  back  at  such  a  question,  and 

how  he  proved  that  *'  we  have  right  on  our  side  in 
that  business,  Piotr  Alexandrovitch.'' 

But  papa  ordered  the  calash  to  be  got  ready,  put 
on  his  fashionable  olive  coat,  brushed  the  remains 
of  his  hair,  sprinkled  his  handkerchief  with 
perfumxe,  and  in  the  most  cheerful  frame  of  mind, 

163 
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which  was  inspired  in  liim  by  the  conviction  that 
he  was  acting  in  a  lordly  way,  and  chiefly  by  the 
hope  of  seeing  a  pretty  woman,  he  drove  off  to  his 
neighbours. 

I  only  know  that  papa,  at  his  visit,  did  not  find 
Piotr  Vasilievitch,  who  was  in  the  fields  ;  and  he 
passed  an  hour  or  two  with  the  ladies.  I  can 
imagine  how  he  overflowed  with  amiability,  hov/ 
he  charmed  them,  as  he  tapped  the  floor  with  his 

soft  boots,  whispered,  and  made  sheep's-eyes. 
I  can  imagine,  too,  how  the  merry  little  old  woman 
conceived  a  sudden  tender  affection  for  him,  and 
how  animated  her  cold  and  beautiful  daughter 
becamxe. 

When  the  maid -servant  ran  panting  to  announce 
to  Piotr  Vasilievitch  that  old  Irteneff  himself 
had  com.e,  I  can  imagine  how  he  answered  angrity, 

"  Well,  what  of  it  ?  What  has  he  come  for  ?  " 
and  how%  in  consequence  of  this,  he  returned  home 
as  quietly  as  possible,  and  perhaps  even  turning 
in  to  his  study,  put  on  his  dirty  paletot  expressly, 
and  sent  word  to  the  cook  not  to  dare,  under  any 
circumstances  whatever,  to  make  any  additions 
to  the  dinner,  even  if  the  ladies  ordered  it. 

I  often  saw  papa  in  Epifanoff's  company  after- wards, so  that  I  can  fonn  a  vivid  idea  of  that 
first  meeting.  I  can  imagine  how,  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  papa  offered  to  terminate  that  suit 
peacefully,  Piotr  Vasilievitch  was  gloomy  and 
angry  because  he  had  sacrificed  his  career  to  his 
mother,  and  papa  had  done  nothing  of  the  sort, 
and  so  did  not  admire  him  in  the  least ;  and  hew 
papa,  pretending  not  to  see  this  gloom,  was  merry 
and  playful,  and  treated  him  as  a  wonderful 
jester,  which  at  times  rather  offended  Piotr  Vasihe- 
vitch,  though  he  could  not  help  yielding  to  him 
occasionally,  against  his  will.  Papa,  with  his 
proclivity  for  turning  everything  into  jest,  called 
Piotr  Vasilievitch  Colonel,  for  some  i'eason  or 
other ;    and  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  Epifanoff 
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once  remarked,  in  my  presence,  reddening  with 
vexation,  and  stuttering  even  worse  than  usual, 
that  he  '*  was  not  a  co-co-co-co-loncl,  but  a  heu- 
heu-heu4ieutenant,"  papa  called  him  Colonel 
again  five  minutes  alterwards.* 

Liubotchka  told  nie,  that  before  our  arrival  in 
the  village  he  saw  the  Epifanoffs  every  day,  and 
was  extremely  gay.  Papa,  with  his  faculty  for 
arranging  ever\^thing  in  a  certain  original,  jesting, 
and  at  the  same  time  simple  and  elegant  manner, 
had  got  up  hunting  and  fishing  parties,  and  some 
fireworks,  at  which  the  Epifanoffs  had  been  present. 
And  things  would  have  been  joUier  still,  said 
Liubotchka,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  intolerable 
Piotr  Vasihevitch,  who  pouted  and  stuttered,  and 
upset  ever}' thing. 

But  that  is  what  I  contrived  to  observe  during 
the  tim.e  that  I  saw  papa  with  Dunitchka,  as  mamma 
had  called  her.  Papa  was  constantly  in  that  happy 
mood  which  had  struck  me  on  the  day  of  our  arrival. 

He  was  so  gav  and  young,  and  full  of  hfe  and  happi- 
ness, that  the  beams  of  this  happiness  spread 

over  all  about  him,  and  involuntarily  infected  them 
with  the  same  mood.  He  never  went  so  much  as 

a  step  apart  from  Avdotya  Vasilievna  when  she 
was  in  the  room,  and  incessantly  paid  her  such 

sweet  compliments,  that  I  felt  ashamed  for  him  ; 
or  he  sat  gazing  at  her  in  silence,  and  twitched  his 

shoulders  in  a  passionate  and  self-satisfied  sort 

of  way,  and  coughed  ;  and  sometimes  even  whis- 

pered^ to  her  sniilingly.  All  this  was  done  with 
that  expression,  that  jesting  way,  which  was  char- acteristic of  him  in  the  most  serious  matters. 

Avdotya  Vasilie\ma,  on  her  side,  seemed  to  have 

acquired' from  papa  the  expression  of  happiness, which  at  this  period  beamed  in  her  great  blue  eyes 

•  The  toucli  of  probability  necessary  to  allow  Irteneff 
to  do  this  without  seeming  to  intend  a  direct  G3ence  is 

furnished  by  the  similarity  of  the  first  syllables  of  the 
words  in  Russian  :  polkovnik  and  porutchih. 
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almost  constantly,  excepting  only  particular 
moments  when,  all  of  a  sudden,  such  shyness 
took  possession  of  her  that  it  made  me,  who  was 
acquainted  with  the  feeling,  pained  and  sorry  to 
look  at  her.  At  such  mom.ents  she  visibly  feared 
every  glance  and  movement ;  it  seemed  to  her 
as  though  everyone  were  staring  at  her,  thinking 
only  of  her,  and  considered  everything  about  her 
improper.  She  glanced  timidly  at  all ;  the  colour 
constantly  flooded  her  face,  and  retreated  from  it ; 
and  she  began  to  talk  loudly  and  daringly,  uttering 
nonsense  for  the  most  part,  and  she  was  conscious 
of  it,  and  conscious  that  everybody  including 
papa  was  listening,  and  then  she  blushed  still  more. 
But  in  such  cases,  papa  did  not  even  observe  the 
nonsense,  but  went  on  coughing  as  passionately 
as  ever,  and  gazing  at  her  with  joyous  rapture. 

I  observed  that,  although  Avdotya's  fits  of  shyness 
came  upon  her  without  any  cause,  they  sometimes 
immediately  followed  the  mention  of  some  young 

and  beautiful  woman  in  papa's  presence.  The 
constant  transitions  from  thoughtfulness  to  this 
strange,  awkward  gaiety  of  hers,  of  which  I  have 

ahready  spoken,  the  repetition  of  papa's  favourite 
words  and  turns  of  speech,  her  way  of  continuing 
with  other  people  discussions  which  had  been 
begun  with  papa,  all  this  would  have  explained 
to  me  the  relations  which  existed  between  papa  and 
Avdotya  VasiUevna,  had  the  person  in  question 
been  anyone  but  my  own  father,  and  had  I  been 
a  little  older  ;  but  I  suspected  nothing,  even  when 
papa,  on  receiving  in  my  presence  a  letter  from 
Piotr  Vasilievitch,  was  very  much  put  out,  and 
ceased  his  visits  to  the  Epifanoffs  until  the  end  of 
August. 

At  the  end  of  August,  papa  again  began  to  visit 
our  neighbours  ;  and  on  the  day  before  Volodya 
and  I  set  out  for  Moscow,  he  announced  to  us  tl  at 
he  was  going  to  marry  Avdotya  Vasilievna. 



CHAPTER    XXXV 

HOW   WE  RECEIVED   THE  NEWS 

1I7VERY0NE  in  the  house  had  known  the  fact 
-'^  on  the  day  before  the  official  announcement, 
and  various  verdicts  had  been  pronounced  on  it. 
Mimi  did  not  leave  her  room  all  day,  and  cried. 
Katenka  sat  with  her,  and  only  came  out  to  dinner, 
with  an  injured  expression  of  countenance  which 
she  had  evidently  borrowed  from  her  mother. 
Liubotchka,  on  the  contrary,  was  very  cheerful, 

and  said  at  dinner  that  "she  knew  a  splendid secret  which  she  would  not  tell  anyone. 

"  There's  nothing  splendid  in  your  secret,"  said 
Volodya,  who  did  not  share  her  satisfaction  : 

''  on  the  contrary,  if  you  were  capable  of  thinking 
of  anything  serious,  you  would  understand  that 

it  is  very  wrong."  Liubotchka  looked  at  him 
intently  in  amazement,  and  said  nothing. 

After  dinner,  Volodj^a  wanted  to  take  me  by  the 
arm  ;  but  fearing  probably  that  this  would  be 
too  much  like  tenderness,  he  merely  touched  me 
on  the  elbow,  and  motioned  m.e  to  the  hall  with 
a  nod. 

"  Do  you  know  the  secret  which  Liubotchka 
mentioned  ?  "  lie  said  to  me,  when  he  had  satisfied 
himself  that  we  \\ere  alone. 

Volodya  and  I  rarely  talked  to  each  other  face 
to  face  about  anything  serious,  so  that  when  it 
did  happen,  we  felt  a  kind  of  mutual  awkwardness, 
and  httle  boys  began  to  dance  in  our  eyes,  as 
Volodva  expressed  it ;   but  now,  in  answer  to  the 

167' 
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consternation  expressed  in  my  eyes,  he  continued 
to  stare  at  me  steadily  and  seriously  with  an  ex- 

pression which  seemed  to  say,  "  There's  nothing 
to  be  alarmed  about,  but  we're  brothers  all  the 
same,  and  must  consult  together  upon  a  weighty 

family  matter."  I  understood  him,  and  he 
proceeded  : 

*'  Papa  is  going  to  marry  the  Epifanova,  3^gu 
know  ?  " I  nodded,  because  I  had  already  heard  about  it. 

"It's  not  nice  at  all,"  went  on  Volodya. 
"Why?" 
"  Why  ?  "  he  replied  with  vexation  :  "  it's 

very  pleasant  to  have  such  a  stammering  uncle,  a 
colonel,  and  all  those  connections.  Yes,  and  she 
may  seem  good  now,  but  that  proves  nothing, 
and  who  knows  what  she'll  turn  out  ?  Granted 
that  it  makes  no  difference  to  us,  still  Liubotchka 

must  soon  come  out  in  the  world.  It's  not  very 
pleasant  with  such  a  stepmother ;  she  even 
speaks  French  badly,  and  what  manners  she  may 

give  her !  She's  a  j&sh-wife  and  nothing  m.ore  : 
even  if  she  is  good,  she's  a  fish -wife  all  the  same," 
concluded  Volodya,  evidently  very  much  pleased 

with  this  appellation  of  "  fish-wife." Strange  as  it  was  to  m^e  to  hear  Volodya  thus 

calmly  pass  judgment  on  papa's  choice,  it  struck me  that  he  was  right. 

"  Why  does  papa  marry  ?  "  I  inquired, 
"  It's  a  queer  story  :  God  only  knows.  All  I 

know  is,  that  Piotr  Alexandrovitch  persuaded  him 
to  marry,  and  demanded  it ;  that  papa  did  not 
wish  to,  and  then  he  took  a  fancy  to,  out  of  some 

idea  of  chivalry  :  it's  a  queer  story.  I  have  but 
just  begun  to  understand  father,"  went  on  Volodya 
(his  calling  him  "  father  "  instead  of  "  papa  " 
wounded  me  deeply)  ;  "  3'es,  he  is  a  very  fine  man, 
good  and  inteUigent,  but  so  light-minded  ana  fickle  : 
it's  amazing  !  He  can't  look  at  a  wom.an  with  any 
coolness.    Why,  you  knov/  that  he  has  never  been 
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acquuiiiicd  with  any  woman,  w^ithout  soon  falling 
in  love  with  her.  You  know  it's  so  ;  and  even 
w4th  Mimi/' 

"  WTiat  do  you  mean  ?  " 
"  I  tell  you  that  I  found  out  some  time  ago 

that  he  was  in  love  with  Mimi  when  she  was  young, 
w^rote  her  verses,  and  there  was  something  between 

them.  Mimi  suffers  to  this  day."  And  Volodya 
broke  into  a  laugh. 

"  It  can't  be  so  !  "  I  said  in  amazement. 
'*  But  the  chief  point,"  continued  Volodya, 

becoming  serious  again,  and  beginning  suddenly 

to  speak  in  French,  *'  is  how  agreeable  such  a 
marriage  will  be  to  all  our  kin  !  And  she'll  be 
sure  to  have  children." 

Volodya's  sensible  view,  and  his  foresight, 
startled  me  so  that  I  did  not  know  what  to  say  in 
reply. 

Just  then  Liubotchka  approached  us.  - 
"  So  you  know  ?  "  she  asked,  with  a  glad  face. 
"  Yes,"  said  Volodya  ;  *'  but  I  am  surprised, 

Liubotchka.  You  are  no  longer  a  child  in  sw^ad- 
dUng  clothes  :  how  can  you  feel  glad  that  papa  is 

going  to  marry  a  worthless  w^oman  ?  " Liubotchka  suddenly  looked  grave,  and  became 
thoughtful. 

"  Volodya  !  why  do  you  say  worthless  ?  How 
dare  you  speak  so  of  Avdotya  Vasihevna  ?  If 

papa  is  going  to  marry  her,  she  is  not  worthless." 
"  Well,  not  worthless  ;  that  was  only  my  way 

of  putting  it  :  but  still  " — 
"  There's  no  '  but  still '  about  it,"  broke  in 

Liubotchka,  with  w^armth.  "  I  didn't  say  that 
the  young  lady  you  are  in  love  with  was  worthless. 
How  can  you  say  it  about  papa  and  an  excellent 

woman,  even  if  you  are  my  eldest  brother  ?  Don't 
say  that  to  me  :   you  must  not  say  it." 

"  And  why  can't  one  judge  " — 
'*  Such  a  father  as  ours  must  not  be  judged," 

interrupted  Liubotchka  again.  ''  Mimi  m.ay  judge, 
but  not  you,  my  eldest  brother." 
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*'  No,  you  understand  nothing  about  it  yet," 
said  Volodya  contemptuously.  *'  Listen.  Is  it 
a  good  thing  that  some  Epifanova,  Dunitchka, 

should  take  the  place  of  your  dear  mother  ?  " 
Liubotchka  remained  silent  for  a  minute,  and 

then  all  at  once  tears  rose  to  her  eyes. 

"  I  knew  that  you  were  proud,  but  I  did  not 
know  that  you  were  so  wicked,''  said  she,  and  left us 

"  V  bulku !  "*  said  Volodya,  pulling  a  gravely 
comical  face,  and  with  troubled  eyes.  *'  Just  try 
to  argue  with  them,"  he  went  on,  as  though  re- 

proaching himself  for  having  forgotten  himself 
to  such  a  degree  as  to  make  up  his  mind  to  con- 

descend to  a  conversation  with  Liubotchka. 
The  weather  was  bad  on  the  following  day,  and 

neither  papa  nor  the  ladies  had  come  down  for 
their  tea  when  I  entered  the  drawing-room.  There 
had  been  a  cold  autumnal  rain  during  the  night ; 
the  remains  of  the  clouds,  which  had  been  emptying 
themselves  over  night,  were  still  flying  across 
the  sky  ;  the  sun,  which  had  already  risen  quite 
high,  shone  dimly  through  them,  and  revealed 
itself  by  a  bright  circle.  It  was  windy,  damp, 
and  cold.  The  door  into  the  garden  was  open  ; 
pools  of  the  night-rain  were  drying  on  the  pavement 
of  the  terrace,  which  was  black  with  moisture. 
The  wind  was  swinging  the  open  door  back  and 
forth  on  its  hinges  ;  the  paths  were  damp  and 
muddy  ;  the  old  birches,  with  their  bare  white 
boughs,  the  bushes  and  the  grass,  the  nettles,  the 
currants,  the  elder,  with  the  pale  side  of  its  leaves 
turned  outwards,  all  rustled  and  waved  about, 
and  seemed  anxious  to  tear  themselves  from  their 
roots ;  round  yellow  leaves  flew,  twisting  and 
chasing  each  other,  from  the  linden-alley,  and, 
as  they  became  wet  through,  spread  themselves 
out  on  the  road,  and  on  the  damp,  dark-green 
aftermath   of   the   meadow.     My   thoughts   were 

♦Nonsense  in  the  secret  jargon  explained  in  chap.xxix . 
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occupied  with  my  father's  second  marriage,  from 
the  point  of  view  from  which  Volodya  had  looked 
at  it.    The  future  of  my  sister,  our  future,  and  even 
that  of  my  father,  promised  nothing  good  to  me. 
I  was  troubled  by  the  thought  that  an  outsider, 
a  stranger,   and,   most   of   all,   a  young  woman, 
who  had  no  right  to  it,  should  all  at  once  take  the 
place,  in  many  respects — of  whom  ?      She  was  a 
simple  young  lady,  and  she  was  taking  the  place 
of  my  dead  mother  !     I  was  sad,  and  my  father 
seemed  to  me  more  and  more  guilty.     At  that 

moment,  I  heard  his  voice  and  Volodya's  talking 
in  the  butler's  pantry.     I  did  not  want  to  see  my 
father  just  at  that  moment,   and   I  passed  out 
through  the  door  ;   but  Liubotchka  came  for  me, 
and  said  that  papa  was  asking  for  me. 

He  was  standing  in  the  drawing-room,  resting 
one  hand  on  the  piano,  and  gazing  in  my  direction 
impatiently,  and  at  the  same  time  gravely.  That 
joyous  expression  of  youth  and  happiness  which 
I  had  observed  upon  his  face  during  all  this  period 
was  not  there  now.  He  looked  troubled.  Volodya 
was  walking  about  the  room  with  a  pipe  in  his  hand. 
I  went  up  to  my  father,  and  said  good  morning  to 
him. 

*'  Well,  my  friends,"  he  said,  with  decision,  as  he 
raised  his  head,  and  in  that  peculiar,  brisk  tone  in 
which  palpably  disagreeable  things,  which  it  is  too 

late  to  judge,  are  spoken  of,  "  you  know,  I  think, 
that  I  am  going  to  marry  Avdotya  VasilicMia." 
(He  remained  silent  for  a  while.)  "  I  never 
wanted  to  marry  after  your  mamm.a,  but  " — (he 
paused  for  a  mom.ent)  '*  but — but  it's  evidently 
fate.  Dunitchka  is  a  dear,  kind  girl,  and  no  longer 
very  young.  I  hope  you  will  love  her,  children  ; 
and  she  already  loves  you  heartily,  and  she  is  good. 

Now,'*  he  said,  turning  to  me  and  Volodj^a,  and 
apparently  making  haste  to  speak,  lest  we  should 

succeed  in  interrupting,  "  it's  time  for  you  to  leave 
here  ;  but  I  shall  remain  until  the  new  year,  when  I 
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shall  come  to  Moscow  "  (again  he  hesitated)  "  with 
my  wife  and  Liubotchka."  It  pained  me  to  see  my 
father  seem  so  timid  and  guilty  before  us,  and  I 
stepped  up  closer  to  him  ;  but  Volodya  continued 
to  smoke,  and  paced  the  room  with  drooping  head. 

"  So,  my  friends,  this  is  what  your  old  man  has 
devised,"  concluded  papa,  as  he  blushed  and 
coughed,  and  pressed  Volodya's  hand  and  mine. 
There  were  tears  in  his  eyes  when  he  said  it ;  and  I 
observed  that  the  hand  which  he  extended  to 
Volodya,  who  was  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  at 
the  moment-,  trembled  a  little.  The  sight  of  this 
trembling  hand  impressed  me  painfully,  and  a 
strange  thought  occurred  to  me,  and  touched  me 
still  more  :  the  thought  came  to  me  that  papa  had 

served  in  the  year  '12,  and  had  been  a  brave  officer, 
as  was  well  known.  I  retained  his  large,  muscular 
hand,  and  kissed  it.  He  pressed  mine  vigorously  ; 
and,  gulping  down  his  tears,  he  suddenly  took 

Liubotchka's  black  head  in  both  hands,  and  began 
to  kiss  her  on  the  eyes.  Volodya  pretended  to 
drop  his  pipe,  and,  stooping  over,  he  slyly  wiped  his 
eyes  with  his  fist,  and  left  the  room,  making  an 
effort  to  do  so  unobserved. 
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THE   UNIVERSITY 

T^HE  wedding  was  to  take  place  in  two  weeks  ; 
^  but  our  lectures  had  begun,  and  Volodya 

and  I  went  back  to  Moscow  at  the  beginning  of 
September.  The  NekhHudoffs  had  also  returned 
from  the  country.  Dmitri  (we  had  promised  when 
we  parted  to  write  to  each  other,  and  of  course  we 
had  not  done  so  a  single  time)  immediately  came 
to  me,  and  we  decided  that,  on  the  following  day, 
he  should  take  me  to  the  university  for  my  first 
lecture. 

It  was  a  brilliant,  sunny  day. 
As  soon  as  I  entered  the  auditorium,  I  felt  that 

my  personaUty  disappeared  in  this  throng  of  gay 
young  fellows  which  undulated  noisily  through  all 
the  doors  and  corridors  in  the  brilliant  sunlight. 
The  sensation  of  knowing  that  I  was  a  member  of 
this  large  company  was  very  pleasant.  But  very 
few  among  all  these  individuals  were  known  to  me, 
and  the  acquaintance  was  limited  to  a  nod  of  the 

head,  and  the  words,  "  How  are  you,  Irteneff  ?  " 
Still,  all  around  me,  they  were  shaking  hands  with 
each  other  and  chatting — ^words  of  friendship, 
smiles,  good-will,  jests,  showered  from  all  quarters. 
Every\vhere  I  was  conscious  of  the  bond  which 
united  all  this  youthful  company,  and  I  felt  sad 
that  this  bond  had  missed  me  in  some  way.  But 
this  was  only  a  momentary  impression.  On  the 
other  hand,  in  consequence  of  it  and  of  the  vexation 
engendered  by  it,  I  even  very  speedily  discovered 
that  it  was  a  very  good  thing  for  me  I  did  not 

belong  to  this  outre  society-  ;  that  I  must  have  my 
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own  little  circle  of  nice  people  ;  and  I  seated  mysell 
on  the  third  bench,  where  sat  Count  B.,  Baron  Z., 
Prince  P.,  Ivin,  and  other  gentlemen  of  that  class, 
of  whom  I  knew  only  Ivin  and  the  Count.  I  set 
about  observing  all  that  went  on  around  me. 
Semenoff,  with  his  grey,  rumpled  hair  and  his 
white  teeth,  and  with  his  coat  unbuttoned,  sat  not 
far  from  me,  leaning  as  usual  upon  his  elbows,  and 
gnawing  at  a  pen.  The  gymnasist,  who  had  passed 
first  in  the  examination,  was  sitting  upon  the  first 
bench,  with  his  neck  still  bound  up  in  the  black 
neckcloth,  and  playing  with  a  silver  watch-key 
upon  his  satin  vest.  Ikonin,  who  had  got  into  the 
university,  was  seated  on  the  highest  bench,  in  blue 
trousers  which  hid  his  boots,  laughing  and  shouting 
that  he  was  on  Parnassus.  Ilinka,  who,  to  my 
amazement,  saluted  me  not  only  coldly,  but  even 
scornfully,  as  if  desirous  of  reminding  me  that  we 
were  all  equal  here,  seated  himself  in  front  of  me, 
and,  putting  up  his  thin  legs  upon  the  bench  in  a 
particularly  free  and  easy  way  (for  my  benefit, 
as  it  seemed  to  me),  chatted  with  another  student, 
and  glanced  at  me  now  and  then. 

The  Ivin  party  beside  me  conversed  in  French. 
These  gentlemen  seemed  to  me  frightfully  stupid. 
Every  word  of  their  conversation  which  I  overheard 
not  only  seemed  to  me  senseless  but  incorrect, 

simply  not  French  at  all.  ('*  Ce  n'est  pasfranQais," 
I  said  to  myself  in  my  own  mind)  ;  and  the  atti- 

tudes, speeches,  and  behaviour  of  Semenoff,  Ilinka, 
and  others,  seemed  to  me  ignoble,  ungentlemanly, 

not  "  comme  il  fauV 
I  did  not  belong  to  any  company  ;  and  conscious 

of  my  isolation,  and  my  unfitness  for  making 
approaches,  I  became  angry.  One  student  on  the 
bench  in  front  of  me  was  biting  his  nails,  which 
were  all  red  with  hangnails  ;  and  this  so  much 
disgusted  me  that  I  even  moved  to  a  seat  some 
distance  away  from  him.  But  in  my  inmost  soul 
I  remember  that  this  first  day  was  a  very  doleful 
one  for  me.. 
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When  the  professor  entered,  and  all  began  to 
rustle  about,  then  became  silent,  I  remember  that  I 
extended  my  satirical  view  of  things  to  the  professor, 
and  I  was  surprised  that  the  professor  should  begin 
his  lecture  with  an  introductory  phrase  which  had 
no  sense,  according  to  my  opinion.  I  wanted  the 
lecture  to  begin  at  the  end,  and  to  be  so  wise  that 
nothing  could  be  cut  out  nor  a  single  word  added  to 
it.  Having  been  undeceived  in  this  respect,  I 
immediately  sketched  eighteen  profiles,  jc^ned 
together  in  a  circle  hke  a  wreath,  under  the  heading, 

**  First  Lecture,'*  inscribed  in  the  handsomely 
bound  note-book  which  I  had  brought  with  me,  and 
only  m^oved  my  hand  across  the  paper  now  and  then 
so  that  the  professor  (who,  I  was  convinced,  was 
paying  a  great  deal  of  attention  to  me)  might  think 
that  I  was  writing.  Having  decided,  during  this 
same  lecture,  that  it  was  not  necessary  to  write 
down  everything  that  every  professor  said,  and 
that  it  would  even  be  stupid  to  do  so,  I  kept  to 
that  rule  during  the  whole  of  my  course. 

At  the  succeeding  lectures  I  did  not  feel  my 
isolation  so  strongly  ;  I  made  many  acquaintances, 
shook  hands  and  chatted  :  but  for  some  reason  or 
other  no  real  union  took  place  between  me  and  my 
comrades,  and  it  still  frequently  happened  that  I 
was  sad,  and  that  I  dissimulated.  I  could  not  join 
the  company  of  Ivin  and  the  aristocrats,  as  they 
were  called,  because,  as  I  now  remember,  I  was 
rough  and  savage  with  them,  and  only  bowed  to 
them  when  they  bowed  to  me  ;  and  they  evidently 
had  very  little  need  of  my  acquaintance.  But  my 
isolation  was  due  to  a  different  reason  with  the 

majority.  As  soon  as  I  was  conscious  that  a  com- 
rade was  beginning  to  feel  favourably  incUned 

towards  m.e,  I  immediately  gave  him  to  understand 

that  I  dined  at  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch's,  and  that  I 
had  a  drozhky.  All  this  I  said  simply  for  the  sake 
of  showing  myself  off  in  a  more  favourable  light,  and 
in  order  that  my  comrade  might  think  the  more  of 
me  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  in  almost  every  instance, 
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my  comrade,  to  my  amazement,  suddenly  became 
proud  and  cold  towards  me  in  consemience  of  the 
news  of  my  relationship  with  Prince  Ivan. 
We  had  among  us  a  student  maintained  at  the 

expense  of  the  crown,  Operoff,  a  modest,  extrem.ely 
capable,  and  zealous  young  man,  who  always  gave 
his  hand  to  everyone  like  a  board,  without  bending 
his  fingers  or  making  any  movement  with  it,  so  that 
the  jesters  among  his  comrades  sometimes  shcoL; 
hands  with  him  in  the  same  way,  and  called  it 

shaking  hands  "  like  a  board/'  I  almost  always 
sat  beside  him,  and  we  frequently  conversed. 
Operoff  pleased  me  particularly  by  the  free  opinions 
to  which  he  gave  utterance,  about  the  professors. 
He  defined,  in  a  very  clear  and  categorical  manner, 

the  merits  and  defects  of  each  professor's  instruc- tion ;  and  he  even  ridiculed  them  sometimes, 

w^hich  produced  a  particularly  strange  and  startling 
effect  upon  me,  as  it  came  from  his  very  small  mouth 
in  his  quiet  voice.  Nevertheless,  he  carefully 
wrote  down  all  the  lectures,  without  exception,  in 
his  minute  hand.  We  had  begun  to  make  friends, 
we  had  decided  to  prepare  our  lessons  together,  and 
his  small,  grey,  short-sighted  eyes  had  already 
begun  to  turn  to  me  with  pleasure,  w^henl  went  and 
seated  myself  beside  him  in  my  own  place.  But  I 
found  it  necessary  to  explain  to  him  once,  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  that  when  my  mother  w^as 
dying  she  had  begged  my  father  not  to  send  us 
to  any  institutions  supported  by  the  crown,  and 
that  all  crown  scholars,  though  they  might  be  very 

learned,  were  not  at  all  the  thing  for  me  :  "  Ce  ne 
sont  pas  des  gens  comme  il  faut/'  **  They  are  not 
genteel,''  said  I,  stammering,  and  conscious  that 
I  blushed  for  some  reason  or  other.  Operoff  said 
nothing  to  me  ;  but  at  succeeding  lectures  he  did 
not  greet  me  first,  did  not  offer  me  his  hand,  did  not 
address  me,  and  when  I  seated  myself  in  my  place 
he  rested  his  head  sidevvays  on  his  hand  and  pored 
over  his  books,  pretending  that  he  did  not  see  me. 

I  was  surprised  at  Operoff's  causeless  coldness. 
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But  I  considered  it  improper  for  a  youn^  Uian  i^[ 
good  birth  to  coax  the  crown  student  OpcfOfl  ; 
and  I  left  him  in  peace,  although  hia  Coolness 
grieved  me,  I  must  confess.  Once  I  arrived 
earlier  than  he, and  as  the  lecture  vva^by  a  favourite 
professor,  and  tlie  students  who  wero  not  in  tl.e 
habit  of  attending  lectures  had  flocked  to  it,  and  nil 

the  seats  were  occupied,  I  sat  down  in  Opt?roff'c 
place,  laid  my  note-books  on  the  desk,  and  went  out. 
On  my  return  to  the  auditorium  I  was  surprised  to 
find  my  note-books  removed  to  the  rear  bench,  and 
Operoff  seated  in  his  own  place.  I  remarked  to 
him  that  I  had  laid  my  books  there. 

''  I  don't  know,"  he  retorted,  suddenly  flashing 
up,  and  not  glancing  at  me. 

''  I  tell  you  that  I  placed  my  books  there,"  said  1, 
purposely  striving  to  get  heated,  and  thinking  to 

frighten  him  with  my  boldness.  *'  Eveiybody  saw 
it,"  I  added,  glancing  round  at  the  students  ;  but 
although  many  of  them  looked  at  me  with  curiosity, 
no  one  replied. 

"  Places  are  not  purchased  here  ;  the  one  who 
comes  first  takes  his  seat,"  said  Operoff,  settling 
himself  angrily  in  his  place,  and  casting  a  fleeting 
and  agitated  glance  upon^  me. 

"  That  means  that  you  are  ill-bred,"  said  I. 
It  seemed  as  though  Operoff  muttered  something, 

it  even  seemed  as  though  he  muttered  that  I  was 

''  a  stupid  little  boy,"  but  I  certainly  did  not  hear 
it.  And  what  would  have  been  the  good  if  I  had 
heard  it  ?  should  we  revile  each  other  like  rustic 

louts  ?  (I  was  very  fond  of  the  word  manant, 
and  it  served  me  as  an  answer  and  a  solution  in 

many  a  comphcated  affair.)  Perhaps  I  might  have 
said  something  more  ;  but  just  then  the  door 

slammed,  and  the  professor,  in  his  blue  frock-coat, 
went  to  his  desk  with  a  scrape  of  his  foot. 

However,  when  I  needed  the  note-books,  before 
the  examinations,  Operoff,  remembering  his  promise, 
offered  me  his,  and  invited  me  to  study  them  with 
him. 



CHAPTER    XXXYII 

AFFAIRS   OF  THE  HEART 

A  FFAIRS  of  the  heart  engrossed  my  attention 

^^"^  a  good  deal  in  the  course  of  the  winter. I  was  in  love  three  times.  Once  I  fell  passionately 
in  love  with  a  very  plump  lady  who  rode  in  the 
Freytag  riding-school,  in  consequence  of  which  I 
went  to  the  school  every  Tuesday  and  Friday — 
the  days  on  which  she  rode — in  order  to  gaze  at 
her  ;  but  on  every  occasion  I  was  so  much  afraid 
that  she  would  see  me,  and  for  that  reason  I  always 
stood  so  far  away  from  her,  and  fled  so  precipitately 
from  the  places  which  she  might  have  to  pass, 
and  turned  aside  so  negligently  when  she  glanced 
in  my  direction,  that  I  did  not  even  get  a  good  look 
at  her  face,  and  to  this  day  I  do  not  know  whether 
she  was  actually  pretty  or  not. 

Dubkoff,  who  was  acquainted  with  this  lady, 
once  caught  me  at  the  school  hiding  behind  a 
footman,  and  the  fur  cloaks  which  he  was  carrying  ; 
and  having  learned  of  my  passion  from  Dmitri, 
he  so  frightened  me  with  a  proposal  to  introduce 
me  to  this  amazon,  that  I  fled  headlong  from  the 
place  ;  and  the  very  idea  that  he  had  told  her 
about  me  prevented  my  ever  daring  to  enter  the 
school  again,  or  even  to  hide  behind  the  lackeys, 
from  the  fear  of  her  seeing  me. 

When  I  was  in  love  with  strangers,  and  especially 
with  married  women,  I  was  overwhelmed  with  a 
shyness  which  was  a  thousand  times  more  powerful 

than  that  which  I  had  experienced  in  Sonitchka's 
case.     I  feared,  more  than  anything  else  in  the 
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world,  that  the  object  of  my  love  would  discover 
it,  and  even  my  existence.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
if  she  heard  of  the  sentiments  which  I  entertained 
towards  her,  it  would  be  such  an  insult  to  her  that 
she  would  never  be  able  to  forgive  me.  And,  in 
fact,  if  that  amazon  had  known  in  detail  how, 
when  I  peeped  at  her  from  behind  the  lackeys,  I 
meditating  seizing  her,  and  carrying  her  off  to 
the  country,  and  how  I  intended  to  live  there  with 
her,  and  what  I  wished  to  do,  she  might  perhaps 
w4th  justice  have  felt  very  much  insulted.  But 
I  could  not  clearly  imagine  that  if  she  knew  me 
she  would  not  also  instantly  know  all  my  thoughts, 
and  that  therefore  there  was  nothing  disgraceful 
in  simply  making  her  acquaintance. 

I  fell  in  love  with  Sonitchka  again  when  I  saw 
her  with  my  sister.  My  second  love  for  her  had 
passed  away  long  ago  ;  but  I  fell  in  love  for  the 
third  time,  because  Liubotchka  gave  me  a  volume 
of  verses  which  Sonitchka  had  copied,  in  which 
many  gloomily  amorous  passages  from  Lermon- 
toff's  *'  Demon  "  were  underhned  in  red  ink,  and 
had  flowers  placed  to  mark  them.  Recalling 

how  Volcdya  had  kissed  his  lady-love's  httle 
purse  the  year  before,  I  tried  to  so  the  same  ; 
and,  in  fact,  when,  alone  in  my  room  in  the  evening 
I  fell  into  reveries,  and  pressed  my  hps  to  the 
flowers  as  I  gazed  upon  them,  I  was  conscious 
of  a  certain  agreeably  tearful  sentiment,  and  felt 
in  love  again,  or  at  least  fancied  I  did,  for  several 
days. 

And,  finally,  I  fell  in  love  for  the  third  time  that 
winter,  with  the  young  lady  with  whom  Volodj^a 
was  in  love,  and  who  visited  at  our  house.  As  I 
now  recall  that  young  lady,  there  was  nothing 
pretty  about  her,  and  nothing  of  that  particular 
beauty  which  generally  pleased  me.  She  was  the 
daughter  of  a  well-known  intellectual  and  learned 
lady  of  Moscow  ;  she  v/as  small,  thin,  with  long 
blonde  curls  in  the  Enghsh  fashion,  and  a  brilliant 



i8o  MY  YOUTH 

complexion.  Everybody  said  that  this  young 
lady  was  more  clever  and  learned  than  her  mother  ; 
but  I  could  form  no  judgment  whatever  on  this 
point,  for,  feeling  a  kind  of  passion-fraught  terror 
at  the  thought  of  her  cleverness  and  learning,  I 
only  spoke  to  her  once,  and  that  with  inexpressible 
trepidation.  But  the  ecstasy  of  Volodya,  who  was 
never  restrained  by  the  presence  of  others  in  the 
expression  of  his  raptures,  was  communicated  to 
me  with  such  force  that  I  fell  passionately  in  love 
with  the  young  woman.  As  I  felt  that  the  news 
that  two  brothers  were  in  love  with  the  same  young 
woman  would  not  be  agreeable  to  Volodya,  I 
did  not  mxcntion  my  love  to  him.  But,  on  the 
contrary,  that  which  afforded  me  the  greatest 
satisfaction  in  this  sentiment  was  that  our  love 
was  so  pure,  that,  although  its  object  was  one  and 
the  same  charming  being,  we  should  remain 
friends,  and  ready,  should  the  emergency  occur, 
to  sacrifice  for  each  other.  It  appeared,  however, 
with  regard  to  the  readiness  for  sacrifice,  that 
Volodya  did  not  share  my  feeling  at  all;  for  he 
was  so  passionately  enamoured,  that  he  wanted  to 

slap  a  genuine  diplomat's  face,  and  challenge  him to  a  duel,  because  he  was  to  marry  her,  so  it  was 
said.  It  was  very  agreeable  to  me  to  sacrifice 
my  feelings,  probably  because  it  cost  no  effort,  since 
I  had  only  spoken  to  the  young  lady  once,  and  that 
in  a  fantastic  kind  of  way,  about  the  worth  of 
scientific  music  ;  and  my  love  passed  away  en 
the  following  week,  as  I  made  no  endeavour  to 
cherish  it. 



CHAPTER    XXXVIII 

SOCIETY 

HPHE  social  pleasures  to  which  I  had  dreamed 
-*-  of  devoting  myself  when  I  entered  the  uni- 

versit}^  in  imitation  of  my  elder  brother,  quite 

disenchanted  me  during  the  winter.  Volod^'a 
danced  a  great  deal,  papa  also  went  to  balls  with 
his  young  wife  ;  but  they  must  have  considered 
me  still  too  youthful  or  unfitted  for  such  pleasiues, 
and  no  one  introduced  me  in  those  houses  where 

balls  were  given.  In  spite  of  my  promise  of  frank- 
ness to  Dmitri,  I  did  not  speak  to  am'one,  even 

to  him,  of  my  desire  to  go  to  balls,  and  of  how  it 
pained  and  vexed  me  that  I  was  forgotten,  and 
evidently  regarded  as  a  philosopher,  which  I 
pretended  to  be  in  consequence. 

But  in  the  course  of  the  winter,  Princess  Koma- 
kova  had  an  evening  party\  She  herself  invited  all 
of  us,  and  me  among  the  rest ;  thus  I  was  to  go 
to  a  ball  for  the  first  time.  Volodya  came  to  my 
room  before  he  set  out,  and  wanted  to  see  how 
I  was  dressed.  This  proceeding  on  his  part  greatly 
surprised  and  abashed  me.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
the  desire  to  be  well  dressed  was  very  disgraceful, 
and  that  it  was  necessary  to  conceal  it ;  he,  on 
the  other  hand,  considered  this  desire  natural 
and  indispensable  to  such  a  degree  that  he  said 
verj^  frankly  that  he  was  afraid  I  should  do  myself 
discredit.  He  ordered  me  to  be  sure  to  don 
varnished  shoes,  and  was  struck  with  horror  when 

iSi 
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I  wanted  to  put  on  chamois-leather  gloves,  ar- 
ranged my  watch  for  me  in  a  particular  way,  and 

carried  n:e  off  to  the  hair-dresser's  on  the  Kuznet- 
zky  bridge.  They  curled  my  hair  :  Volodya 
stepped  off,  and  viewed  me  from  a  distance* 

"  There,  that's  good,  but  can't  you  flatten  down 
the  hair  where  it  parts  on  the  crown  ?  "  he  said, 
turning  to  the  hairdresser. 

But  in  spite  of  all  M.  Charles's  anointing  of  my 
tuft  with  some  gummy  essence,  it  stood  up  the 
same  as  ever  w^hen  I  put  on  my  hat ;  and  altogether 
my  appearance  when*  curled  seemed  to  me  much 
uglier  than  before.  My  only  salvation  was  an 
affectation  of  negligence.  Only  in  this  way  could 
I  manage  to  look  like  anything  whatever. 

Volodya,  it  appears,  was  of  the  same  opinion 
for  he  begged  me  to  get  rid  of  the  curls  ;  and  when 
I  had  done  this,  and  still  did  not  look  well,  he  did 
not  glance  at  me  again,  but  was  silent  and  gloomy 

all  the  way  to  the  Kornakoffs*  house. 
I  entered  the  Komakoffs'  apartments  boldly 

with  Volodya  ;  but  when  the  Princess  invited  me 
to  dance,  and  I  said,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
that  I  did  not  dance,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  I 
had  come  with  the  sole  idea  of  dancing  a  very 

great  deal,'  I  grew  timid  ;  and  when  I  was  left alone  with  people  whom  I  did  not  know,  I  lapsed 
into  my  ordinary  insurmountable  and  ever- 
increasing  shyness.  I  remained  dumb  in  one  place 
the  entire  evening. 

During  the  waltz  one  of  the  Princesses  came  up 
to  me,  and,  with  the  official  amiability  which  was 
common  to  the  entire  family,  asked  me  why  I 
was  not  dancing  ?  I  remember  how  shy  I  grew  at 
this  question,  but  how  at  the  same  tim.e,  and 
quite  involuntarily  so  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
a  self-satisfied  smile  spread  over  my  countenance, 
and  I  began  to  utter  such  nonsense  in  pompous 
French  full  of  parentheses,  that  it  makes  me 
ashamicd  to  remicmber  it  now  after  the  lapse  of 
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ten  years.  Tlie  music  must  have  thus  acted  upon 
me,  exciting  my  nerves,  and  drowning,  as  I  sup- 

posed, the  not  very  intelligible  portion  of  my 
speech.  I  said  something  about  the  highest 
society,  about  the  frivohty  of  men  and  women  ; 
and  at  last  I  got  so  entangled  that  I  cam:e  to  a 
standstill  in  the  middle  of  a  word  in  som.e  sentence 
or  other,  which  there  was  no  possibihty  cf  com- 
pleting. 

Even  the  Princess,  w^ho  was  worldly  by  nature, 
became  confused,  and  gazed  reproachfully  at  m.e. 
I  smiled.  At  that  critical  moment,  Volodya,  who 
had  perceived  that  I  was  speaking  with  warmth, 
and  probably  wanted  to  know  how  I  was  making 
up  for  not  dancing  by  my  conversation,  approached 
us  with  Dubkoff.  On  perceiving  my  smiling  face 
and  the  frightened  mien  of  the  Princess,  and 
hearing  the  frightful  stuff  with  which  I  wound  up, 
he  reddened,  and  turned  away.  The  Princess 
rose  and  left  me.  I  went  on  smihng,  but  suffered 
so  much  from  the  consciousness  of  my  stupidity, 
that  I  was  ready  to  sink  through  the  earth,  and 
I  felt  the  necessity  of  making  some  movement, 
at  any  cost,  and  of  saying  something  to  effect 
a  change  in  my  position.  I  went  up  to  Dubkoff, 
and  inquired  if  he  had  danced  many  waltzes  with 
her.  By  this  I  seemed  to  be  jesting  and  in  a  merry 
mood,  but  in  reality  I  was  beseeching  the  assistance 
of  that  very  Dubkoff  to  whom  I  had  shouted 

"  Silence  !  "  during  the  dinner  at  Jahr's.  Dubkoff 
pretended  not  to  hear  me,  and  turned  aside.  I 
approached  Volodya,  and  said  with  an  effort,  and 

trying  to  impart  a  jesting  tone  to  my  voice,  ''  Well, 
how  now,  Volodya  ?  have  I  got  myself  up  gor- 

geously ?  "  But  Volodya  looked  at  me  as-  much 
as  to  say,  *'  You  don't  talk  hke  that  to  me  when  we 
are  alone,"  and  he  walked  away  from  me  in 
silence,  evidently  fearing  that  I  should  still  get 
into  some  difficulty. 

*'  My  God  !  my  brother  also  deserts  me  !  "  I 
thought. 
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But,  for  some  reason,  I  had  not  the  strength 
to  take  my  departure.  I  stood  on  gloomily, 
till  the  end  of  the  evening,  in  one  place  ;  and  only 
when  everyone  crowded  into  the  ante -room  as 
they  dispersed,  and  the  footman  hooked  my  coat 
on  the  tip  of  my  hat,  so  that  it  tilted  up,  I  laughed 
in  a  sickly  way  through  my  tears,  and  said,  without 

addressing  anyone  in  particular,  *'  How  graceful 
it  is !  " 



CHAPTER  XXXIX 

THE  CAROUSE 

A  LTHOUGH  I  had  not  as  yet,  in  consequence 

-^"^  of  Dmitri's  influence,  given  myself  up  to  the ^sual  pleasures  of  students,  which  are  called 
carouses,  it  had  been  my  lot  once,  during  the  course 
of  this  winter,  to  take  part  in  such  a  merry-making  ; 
and  I  carried  away  with  me  a  not  wholly  agreeable 
impression.     This  is  the  way  it  happened. 

One  day,  during  a  lecture  at  the  beginning  of  the 
year,  Baron  Z.,  a  tall,  blonde  young  man,  with  a 
very  serious  expression  upon  his  regular  features, 
invited  us  all  to  his  house  to  pass  an  evening  as 
comrades  together.  All  of  us  meant,  of  course,  all 
the  members  of  our  class  who  were  more  or  less 
comme  ilfaut;  among  whose  number,  of  course, 
neither  (jrap  nor  Semenoff  nor  Operoff  were 
included,  nor  any  of  the  meaner  fellows.  Volodya 
smiled  contemptuously  when  he  heard  that  I  was 
going  to  a  carouse  of  first-year  men  ;  but  I  ex- 

pected great  and  rem.arkable  pleasure  from  this  to 
me  entirely  novel  mode  of  passing  the  time,  and  T 

was  at  Baron  Z/s  punctually  at  eight  o'clock — the hour  indicated. 
Baron  Z.,  in  a  white  vest  and  with  his  coat 

unbuttoned,  was  receiving  his  guests  in  the  briUiantly 
lighted  hall  and  drawing-room  of  the  small  house  in 
which  his  parents  dw^lt ;  they  had  given  up  the 

state  apartments  to  him  for  that  evening's  festivity, 

185 
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In  the  corridor,  the  heads  and  dresses  of  curious 
maids  were  visible  ;  and  in  the  pantry,  the  dress  of  a 
lady,  whom  I  took  to  be  the  Baroness  herself, 
flashed  by  once. 

The  guests  were  twenty  in  number,  and  were  all 
students,  with  the  exception  of  Herr  Frost,  who  had 
come  with  Ivin,  and  a  tall,  ruddy-complexioned 
gentleman  in  plain  clothes,  who  attended  to  the 
banquet,  and  who  was  known  to  everybody  as  a 
relative  of  the  Baron,  and  a  former  student  at  the 

University  of  Dorpat.  The  over-brilUant  illumina- 
tion, and  the  usual  regal  decoration  of  the  state 

apartments,  produced  a  chilling  effect  at  first  upon 
this  youthful  company,  all  of  whose  members 
involuntarily  kept  close  to  the  walls,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  bold  spirits  and  the  student  from 
Dorpat,  who  had  already  unbuttoned  his  waistcoat, 
and  seemed  to  be  in  every  room  and  in  every  corner 
of  every  room  at  one  and  the  same  time,  and  to  fill 
the  whole  apartm.ent  with  the  sound  of  his  resonant 
and  agreeable  and  never-silent  tenor  voice.  But 
the  fellows  either  remained  silent,  or  m.odestly 
discussed  the  professors,  the  sciences,  the  examina- 

tions, and  serious  and  interesting  subjects,  on  the 
whole.  Everyone,  without  exception,  stared  at  the 
door  of  the  supper-rcom,  and  with  an  expression 
which,  though  they  all  strove  to  hide  it,  said, ''  Why, 
it's  timxC  to  begin  !  ''  I  also  felt  that  it  v/as  time  to 
begin,  and  I  awaited  the  beginning  with  impatient 

joy- After  tea,  which  the  f  ootm.an  handed  round  to  the 

guests,  the  Dorpat  student  asked  Frost  in  Russian — 
"  Do  you  know  how  to  make  punch,  Frost  ?  " 
"  Oh,  yes  !  "  rephed  Frost,  wriggUng  his  calves  ; 

but  the  Dorpat  student  again  addressed  him  in 
Russian  : 

'*  Then  set  about  it  "  (he  called  him  thou,  as  a 
fellow-student  at  Dorpat)  ;  and  Frost  then  hurried 
from  the  drawing-room  to  the  supper-room,  from 
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the  supper-room  to  the  drawing-rcom,  vnih  great 
strides  of  his  curved  and  muscular  legs  ;  and  there 
speedily  made  its  appearance  on  the  table  a  larpe 
soup-tureen,  and  in  it  a  ten-pound  loaf  of  sugar, 
surrounded  by  three  student-daggers  laid  crosswise. 
During  this  time,  Baron  Z.  had  kept  incessantly 
approaching  all  the  guests,  who  were  assembled 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  saying  to  all,  with  an 
immovably  serious  face  and  in  almost  the  same 

words,  ''  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  mutually  drink  to brotherhood  in  student  fashion,  or  we  shall  have  no 

comradeship  at  all  in  eur  class.''  And,  in  fact,  the 
Dorpat  student,  after  taking  off  his  coat,  and 
rolling  his  white  shirt-sleeves  high  above  his  white 
elbows,  and  planting  his  feet  far  apart  in  a  decided 
fashion,  had  already  set  fire  to  the  rum  in  the  soup- 
tureen. 

*'  Put  out  the  lights,  gentlemen  !  "  cried  the 
Dorpat  student  suddenly,  as  loudly  and  pleasantly 
as  he  could  have  done  if  we  had  all  shouted.  Bu 

we  all  gazed  silently  at  the  soup-tureen,  and  at  the 
Dorpat  student's  white  shirt,  and  all  felt  that  the solemn  moment  had  arrived. 

"  Extinguish  the  lights.  Frost !  "  cried  the 
Dorpat  student  again,  and  in  German,  having 
evidently  become  very  much  heated.  Frost  and 
all  the  rest  of  us  set  about  extinguishing  the  candles. 
All  was  dark  in  the  room,  only  the  white  sleeves  and 
the  hands  which  lifted  the  loaf  of  sugar  on  the 
daggers  were  illuminated  by  the  bluish  flame.  The 

Dorpat  student's  voice  was  no  longer  alone  heard, 
as  talking  and  laughter  proceeded  from  every 
quarter  of  the  room.  Many  took  off  their  coats 
(especially  those  who  had  fine  and  perfectly  clean 
shirts).  I  did  the  same,  and  understood  that 
it  had  be^un.  Although  nothing  jolly  had  happened 
so  far,  I  was  firmly  convinced  that  it  would  be 
capital  when  we  had  drunk  a  glass  of  the  beverage 
which  had  been  prepared. 
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The  beverage  was  a  success.     The  Dorpat  studeni 
poured  the  punch  into  glasses,  spotting  the  table  a 

good  deal  in  the  process,  and  shouted,   "  Now, 
gentlemen,  give  your  hands  !  "     And  each  time  that 
we  took  a   full,  sticky  glass  in  our  hands,   the 
Dorpat  student  and  Frost  struck  up  a  German 

song,  in  w^hich  the  exclamation  ''  jiichhe  ! ''  w^as 
frequently  repeated  ;    we  joined  in  discordantly, 
began  to  clink  our  glasses,  to  shout  at  the  top  of  our 
voices,   to   praise   the   punch,   or  by   preference, 
simply  to  quaff  the  sweet,  strong  liquor.     There 
was  nothing  to  wait  for  now,  therefore  the  carouse 
was  in  full  swing.     I  had  already  drunk  a  full  glass 
of  punch,  they  poured  me  another  ;    my  temples 
began  to  throb,  the  fire  seemed  crimson,  everyone 
was  shouting  and  laughing  aroimd  me  :  but  still  it 

not  only  did  not  seem  jolly,  but  I  w^as  even  con- 
vinced that  I,  and  everyone  else,  was  bored,  and 

that  I  and  the  others  considered  it  indispensable, 
for  some  reason  or  other,  to  pretend  that  it  was 
very  jolly.    The  only  one  who  could  not  have  been 
dissimulating  was  the  Dorpat  student.     He  grew 
constantly    redder    and    more    talkative,    filled 

everyone's  glass,  and  spilled  m.ore  and  more  punch 
on  the  table,  which  becam.e  all  sweet  and  sticky. 
I  do  not  remember  in  quite  what  order  things 
occurred,  but  I  recollect  that  I  was  awfully  fond  of 
Frost  and  the  Dorpat  student  that  evening,  that 
I  learned  a  German  song  by  heart,  and  kissed  them 
both  on  their  sweet  hps.     I  also  recollect  that  I 
hated  the  Dorpat  student  that  same  evening,  and 
wanted  to  fling  a  chair  at  him,  but  refrained.     I 
recollect,  that  in  addition  to  the  consciousness  of 
the  insubordination  of  all  my  limbs,  which  I  had 

experienced  at  Jahr's,  my  head  ached  and  swam 
so  that  evening  that  I  was  av;fully  afraid  I  w^as 
going  t©  die  that  very  minute.     I  also  recollect 
that  we  all  seated  ourselves  on  the  floor,  for  some 
reason  or  oth<er,  flourished  our  arms  in  imitation 
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of  oars,  sang  "  Adown  our  Mother  Volga/'  and  that, 
meantime,  I  was  tliinkmg  that  it  was  not  at  all 

necessary-  to  do  so.     Furthermore,  I  recollect  that, 
as  I  laj^  on  the  floor,  I  hooked  one  leg  around  the 
other,    stretched    myself    out    in    gypsyr  fashion, 

twisted  someone's  neck,  and  thought  that  it  would 
not  have  happened  if  he  had  not  been  drunk.     I 
rem.ember  too,  that  we  had  supper,  and  drank 
something  else  ;    that  I  went  out  into  the  court- 
j'ard  to  refresh  myself,  and  miy  head  felt  cold  ; 
and  that  I  noticed  when  I  went  away  that  it  was 
dreadfully   dark,   that   the   step   of   my   drozhky 

(prolydtka)  had  become  steep  and  slippen,-,  and 
that   it  was   impossible   to   hold   on  to   Kuzma, 
because  he  had  becomxC  weak,  and  swayed  about 
like  a  rag.     But  I  remember  chiefly,  that  in  the 
course  of  the  evening  I  constantly  felt  that  I  was 

beliav-ing  very  stupidly  in  feigning  to  be  very  jolly, 
to  be  ̂ ^ry  fond  of  drinking  a  great  deal,  and  did  not 
think  of  being  drunk,  and  all  the  time  I  felt  that  the 
others  were  behaving  very  foolishJy  in  pretending 
the  same.     It  seemed  to  me  that  it  was  disagreeable 
for  each  one  individually,  as  it  was  for  me  ;    but  as 
each    supposed    that   he    alone    experienced    this 
disagreeable     sensation,     he  -  considered     himself 
bound  to  feign  gaiety  in  order  not  to  interfere  with 

the  general  jollity.'    'Moreover,  strange  to  say,  I  felt that  dissimulation  was  incumbent  on  me  simply 
because  three  bottles  of  champagne  at  ten  roubles 
apiece,  and  ten  bottles  of  rum  at  four  roubles,  had 

been  poured  into  the  soup-tureen,  which  amounted 
to  seventy  roubles,  besides  the  supper.     I  was  so 
fully  con\Tnced  of  this,  that  I  was  very  much 
surprised  the  next  day  at  the  lecture,  when  my 

comrades  who  had  been  at  Baron  Z's  not  only  were 
not  ashamed  to  mention  that  they  had  been  there, 

but  talked  about  the  party  so  that  other  stu-dents 
conld  hear.     They  said  that  it  was  a  splendid 

carouse  ;  that  the"^Dorpat  fellows  were  great  hands 
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at  these  things,  and  that  twenty  men  had  drunk 
forty  bottles  of  rum  between  them,  and  that  many 
had  been  left  for  dead  under  the  tables.  I  could  not 
understand  why  they  talked  about  it,  and  even  lied 
about  themselves. 



CHAPTER  XL 

FRIENDSHIP  WITH  THE  NEKHLIUDOFFS 

TOURING  the  winter,  I  not  only  saw  a  great 
^-^  deal  of  Dmitri,  who  came  to  our  house 
quite  frequently,  but  of  all  his  family,  with  whom  I 
began  to  associate. 

The  Nekhliudoffs,  the  mother,  aunt,  and  daughter, 
passed  all  their  evenings  at  home  ;  and  the  Princess 
hked  to  have  young  people  come  to  see  her  in  the 
evening,  men  of  the  sort,  as  she  expressed  it,  who 
vv£re  capable  of  passing  a  whole  evening  without 
cards  and  dancing.  But  there  must  have  been 
\Qvy  few  such  men  ;  for  I  rarely  met  any  visitors 
there,  though  I  went  there  nearly  every  evening. 
I  became  accustomed  to  the  members  of  this 
family,  and  to  their  various  dispositions,  and  had 
already  formed  a  clear  conception  of  their  mutual 
relations.  I  became  accustomed  to  their  rooms  and 
furniture  ;  and  when  there  were  no  guests  I  felt 
myself  perfectly  at  my  ease,  except  on  the  occasions 
when  I  was  left  alone  in  the  room,  with  Varenka. 
It  still  seemed  to  me  as  if,  although  not  a  very  pretty 
girl,  she  would  like  verj^  much  to  have  m.e  fall  in 
love  with  her.  But  even  this  agitation  began  to 
pass  off.  She  had  such  a  natural  appearance  of  not 
caring  whether  she  talked  to  me,  or  to  her  brother, 
or  Liubov  Sergieevna,  that  I  acquired  the  habit 
of  looking  upon  her  as  upon  a  person  to  whom  it 
was  not  at  all  either  disgraceful  or  dangerous  to 
show  the  pleasure  which  I  took  in  her  society. 
During  the  whole  period  of  my  acquaintance  with 

iqi 
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her,  she  seemed  to  me  sometimes  very  ugly,  and 
then  not  such  a  very  ugly  girl ;  but  never  once  did 

I  ask  myself  with  regard  to  her,  *'  Am  I  in  love  v/ith 
her,  or  not  ?  "  I  sometimes  chanced  to  talk 
directly  to  her,  but  more  frequently  I  conversed 
with  her  by  directing  my  remarks  in  her  presence  to 
Liubov  Sergieevna  or  Dmitri,  and  this  last  method 
gave  me  particular  pleasure.  I  took  great  satis- 

faction in  talking  before  her,  in  hstening  to  her 
singing,  and  in  the  general  consciousness  of  her 
presence  in  the  room  where  I  was  ;  but  the  thought 
as  to  what  my  relations  with  Varenka  would 
eventually  become,  and  any  dreams  of  sacrificing 
mvself  for  my  friend  in  case  he  should  fall  in  love 
with  my  sister^  rarely  entered  my  head  now.  If 
such  ideas  and  dreams  did  occur  to  me,  I  strove  to 
thrust  aside  any  thought  of  the  future,  since  I  was 
content  with  the  present. 

In  spite,  however,  of  this  intimacy,  1  continued 
to  feel  it  my  im^perative  duty  to  conceal  from  the 
whole  Nekhliudoff  society,  and  from  Varenka  in 
particular,  my  real  sentiments  and  inclinations  ; 
and  I  endeavoured  to  show  myself  an  entirely 
different  young  man  from  what  I  was  in  reahty, 
and  such,  indeed,  as  I  could  not  be  in  reality. 
I  strove  to  appear  emotional ;  I  went  into  raptures, 
I  groaned,  and  made  passionate  gestures  when 
anj^thing  pleased  me  greatly  :  and  at  the  same 
time  I  endeavoured  to  seem  indifferent  to  every 
unusual  occurrence  which  I  saw,  or  of  which  I 
was  told.  I  tried  to  appear  a  malicious  scorner 
who  held  nothing  sacred,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
delicate  observer.  I  tried  to  appear  logical  in 
all  my  actions,  refined  and  accurate  in  my  life, 
and  at  the  sam.e  time  a  person  who  despised  all 
m.aterial  things.  I  can  assert  boldly  that  I  was 
much  better  in  reality  than  the  strange  beiDg 
which  I  endeavoured  to  represent  myself  to  be  ; 
but  nevertheless,  and  represent  myseM  as  I  v/culd, 
the  Nekhliudoffs  liked  me,  and,  happijy  for  me  as 
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it  turned  out,  did  not  believe  in  my  dissimulation. 
Liubov  Sergieevna  alone,  who,  it  seems,  regarded 
me  as  a  great  egoist,  a  godless  and  sneering  fellow, 
did  not  like  mc,  and  often  quarrelled  with  me, 
got  into  a  rage,  and  amazed  mc  with  her  broken  and 
incoherent  phrases.  But  Dmitri  still  maintained 
the  same  strange  rather  than  friendly  relations 
with  her,  and  said  that  no  one  understood  her, 
and  that  she  did  him  a  very  great  deal  of  good. 
His  friendship  with  her  continued  to  be  a  grievance 
to  his  family. 

Once  Varenka,  in  discussing  wuth  me  this  unirn 
which  was  so  incomprehensible  to  them  all,  ex- 

plained it  thus  :  ''  Dmitri  is  an  egoist.  He  is 
too  proud,  and,  in  spite  of  all  liis  cleverness,  he  is 
very  fond  of  praise  and  admiration,  loves  to  be 
first  always  ;  and  aunty,  in  the  innocence  of  her 
soul,  finds  herself  admiring  him  ;  and  has  not 
sufficient  tact  to  conceal  this  admiration  from  him, 
and  so  it  comies  to  pass  that  she  flatters  him,  only 

not  hypocritically,  but  in  earnest.'' I  rem.embered  this  judgment,  and  on  examiining 
it  afterwards  I  could  not  but  think  that  Varenka 
was  very  clever ;  and  I  exalted  her  in  my  own 
opinion  wath  satisfaction,  in  consequence.  This 
sort  of  exaltation,  in  consequence  of  the  intelli- 

gence I  had  discovered  in  her,  and  of  other  moral 
qualities,  I  accomplished  wdth  a  certain  stern 
moderation,  though  with  satisfaction ; ..  and  I 
never  ventured  into  ecstasies,  the  highest  point 
of  enthusiasm.  Thus,  when  Sophia  Ivanovna, 
who  talked  unweariedly  of  her  niece,  told  me  how, 
when  Varenka  was  a  child  in  the  country  four 

3'ears  before,  she  had  given  all  her  clothes  and 
shoes  to  the  peasant  children  without  permission, 
so  that  they  had  to  be  taken  aw^ay  afterwards, 
I  did  not  at  once  accept  that  fact  as  worth}'  of 
exalting  her  in  my  opinion,  but  I  m.entally  ridiculed 
her  for  such  an  unpractical  view  of  things. 

When  there  w^ere  guests  at  the  Nekhliudoffs', G 
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and  among  others  Volodya  and  Dubkoff,  I  retire<i 
into  the  background  in  a  self-satisfied  way,  and  with 
a  certain  calm  consciousness  of  power,  as  a  man 
of  the  house  ;  I  did  not  talk,  but  merely  listened 
to  what  others  said.  And  everything  that  was 
said  seemed  to  me  so  incredibly  stupid,  that  I 
inwardly  wondered  how  such  an  intelligent, 
logical  woman  as  the  Princess,  and  all  her  logical 
family,  could  listen  to  such  folly,  and  reply  to 
it.  Had  it  then  occurred  to  me  to  compare  what 
others  said  with  what  I  said  myself  when  I  was 
alone,  I  should  certainly  not  have  marvelled  in 
the  least.  I  should  have  marvelled  still  less  if 
I  had  believed  that  the  members  of  our  household 

— ^Avdotya,  Vasilievna,  Liubotchka,  and  Katenka 
— ^were  just  like  all  other  women,  and  no  worse 
than  any  others  ;  and  if  I  had  recalled  the  fact 
that  Dubkoff,  Katenka,  and  Avdotya  Vasilievna 
had  conversed  together  for  whole  evenings,  laughing 
merrily ;  and  how,  on  nearly  every  occasion, 
Dubkoff,  desiring  to  get  up  a  discussion  on  some- 

thing, recited,  with  feeling,  the  verses,  "  Au 
banquet  de  la  vie  infortune  convive,"*  or  extracts 
from  "  The  Demon  '[;^  and  what  nonsense  they 
talked,  on  the  whole,  and  with  how  much  pleasure 
for  several  hours  together. 
When  there  v/ere  visitors,  of  course  Varenka 

paid  less  attention  to  m.e  than  when  we  were  alone  ; 
and  then  there  was  no  music  or  reading,  which 
I  was  very  fond  of  listening  to.  In  conversing 
with  visitors,  she  lost  what  was  for  me  her  chief 
charm — her  calm  deliberation  and  simplicity.  I 
remember  what  a  strange  surprise  her  conversations 
with  my  brother  Volodya,  about  the  theatre  and 
the  weather,  were  to  m.e.  I  knew  that  Volodya 
avoided  a.nd  despised  commonplaces  more  than 
anything  else  in  the  world  ;  Varenka,  also,  always 
ridiculed  hypocritically  absorbing  discussions  about 

*  Ar  unfortunate  guest  at  the  banquet  of  life. 
tA  celebrated  poem  by  Lermontofi. 
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the  weather,  and  so  forth  :  then  why,  when  they 
came  together,  did  they  constantly  utter  the  most 
intolerable  absurdities,  and  that,  too,  as  thougli 
they  were  ashamed  of  each  other  ?  I  went  into 
a  private  rage  with  Varenka  after  every  such 
conversation,  ridiculed  the  visitors  on  the  following 
day,  but  took  still  greater  pleasure  in  being  alone 
in  the  Nekhliudoff  family  circle. 

At  all  events,  I  began  to  take  more  pleasure  in 

being  vrith  Dmitri  in  his  mother's  drawing-room than  alone  face  to  face  with  him» 



CHAPTER   XLI 

FRIENDSHIP  WITH  THE   NEKHLIUDOFFS 
I 

JUST  at  that  time,  my  friendship  with  Dmitri 
hung  by  a  thread.  I  had  begun  criticising 

him  too  long  ago  not  to  find  that  he  had  faihngs ; 
but,  in  our  early  youth,  we  love  with  the  passions 

only,  and  only  care'  for  perfect  people.  But  as soon  as  the  mist  of  passion  begins  to  decrease 
little  by  little,  or  as  soon  as  the  clear  rays  of  judg- 

ment begin  to  pierce  it,  and  we  involuntarily 
behold  the  object  of  our  passion  in  his  real  aspect, 
with  his  merits  and  his  shortcomings,  the  short- 

comings alone  strike  us  in  a  vivid  and  exaggerated 
manner,  as  something  unexpected ;  the  feeling 
of  attraction  towards  novelty,  and  the  hope  this 
feeling  miay  be  found  in  others,  encourage  in  us  not 
only  coolness  towards  but  repugnance  for  the 
former  object  of  our  passion,  and  we  desert  him 
without  compunction,  and  hasten  to  seek  some  new 
perfection.  If  it  was  not  precisely  this  which 
happened  to  me  in  my  connection  with  Dmitri, 
it  was  be<:ause  I  was  only  bound  to  him  b}^  his 
obstinate,  pedantic,  and  intellectual  affection, 

rather  than  any  heartfelt  affection,  which  I  w^as 
too  much  ashamed  to  be  false  to.  We  were  bound, 
moreover,  by  our  strange  rule  of  frankness.  We 
were  afraid,  that,  if  we  parted,  all  the  moral  secrets 
which  we  had  confided  to  each  other,  and  some  of 
which  were  dishonourable  to  us,  would  leave  us  too 

much  in  each  other's  power.  Besides,  our  rule of  frankness,  as  was  evident  to  us,  had  not  been 

iq6 
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observed  for  a  long  time  ;  and  it  embarrassed 
us.  ̂ ^^^(\  brought  about  strange  relations  between us. 

Almost  every  time  I  went  to  sec  Dmitri  that 
winter,  I  founS  with  him  one  of  his  comrades  at 

the  universit}-,  a  student  nanicd  Bczobyedoff, 
with  whom  he  studied.  Bezobyedoff  was  a  short, 
thin,  pock-marked  man,  with  very  small  hands, 
which  were  covered  with  freckles,  and  a  great  mass 
of  unkempt  red  hair.  He  was  always  very  ragged 
and  dirty,  he  was  uncultivated,  and  he  even 

studied  badly.  Dmitri's  relations  with  him  were, 
like  his  relations  with  Liubov  Sorgieevna,  incom- 

prehensible to  me.  The  sole  reason  why  he  could 
have  selected  him  from  among  all  his  comrades, 
and  have  become  intimate  wuth  him,  was,  that 
there  was  not  a  student  in  the  whole  university 
who  was  uglier  in  appearance  than  Bezobyedoff. 
But  it  must  have  been  precisely  for  that  reason  that 
Dmitri  found  it  agreeable  to  exhibit  friendship 
for  him  in  spite  of  everybody.  In  his  whole 
intercourse  with  this  student,  the  haughty  senti- 

ment was  expressed  :  ''  It's  nothing  to  m,e  who  3'Ou 
are  :  you  are  all  the  same  to  m.e.  I  hke  him,  and 

of  course  he's  all  right.'' 
I  was  surprised  that  he  did  not  find  it  hard  to 

put  Such  constant  constraint  upon  himself,  and 
that  the  unfortunate  Bezobyedoff  endured  his 
aw^kward  position.  This  friendship  did  not  please 
me  at  all. 

'Once  I  went  to  Dmitri's  in  the  evening  for  the 
purpose  of  spending  the  evening  in  his  mother's 
drawing-room  with  him,  in  conversation  and  in 

listening  to  Varenka's  singing  or  reading  ;  but 
Bezobyedoff  w^as  sitting  upstairs.  Dmitri  rephed 
to  me  in  a  sharp  tone  that  he  could  not  come  down 
because  he  had  company,  as  I  could  see  for  myself. 

'*  And  what  fun  is  there  there  ?  "  he  added  : 
"it's  much  better  to  sit  here  and  chat."  Although 
the  idea  of  sitting  and  talking  with  Bezobj'edoff 
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for  a  couple  of  hours  did  not  attract  me,  I  could 
not  make  up  my  mind  to  go  to  the  drawing-room 
alone  ;  and  vexed  to  the  soul  at  my  friend's 
eccentricity,  I  seated  myself  in  a  rocking-chair, 
and  began  to  rock  in  silence.  I  was  very  much 
provoked  with  Dmitri  and  v/ith  Bezobyedoff, 
because  they  had  deprived  me  of  the  pleasure  of 
going  downstairs.  I  wanted  to  see  whether 
Bezobyedoff  would  take  his  departure  soon  ;  and 
I  felt  angry  with  him  and  Dmitri  as  I  listened  in 

silence  to  their  conversation.  ''  A  very  agreeable 
guest !  sit  down  with  him  !  "  thought  I,  when  the 
footman  brought  tea,  and  Dmitri  had  to  ask 
Bezobyedoff  five  times  to  take  a  glass,  because  the 
timid  visitor  considered  himself  bound  to  decHne 

the  first  and  second  glasses,  and  to  say,  "  Help 
yourself."  Dmitri,  with  a  visible  effort,  engaged his  visitor  in  conversation,  into  which  he  made 
several  vain  efforts  to  drag  me.  But  I  preserved 
a  gloomy  silence. 

'*  There  is  nothing  to  be  dcre  :  let  no  one  dare 
to  suspect  from  my  face  that  I  am  at  all  bored,'' 
I  reflected  mentally  to  Dmitri,  as  I  rocked  myself 
silently  and  regularly  in  my  chair.  I  fanned  the 
flame  of  quiet  hatred  towards  my  friend  within 

me  more  and  more.  ''  What  a  fool !  "  I  thought 
of  him.  "  He  might  have  spent  a  delightful 
evening  with  his  dear  relations,  but  no,  he  sits 
here  with  this  beast ;  and  now  the  timiC  is  past, 

it  is  already  too  late  to  go  to  the  drawing-room  ;  " 
and  I  peeped  at  my  friend  from  behind  the  edge 
of  my  chair.  His  hands,  his  attitude,  his  neck, 
and  especially  the  nape  of  it,  and  his  knees,  seemed 
so  repulsive  that  I  could  have  taken  great  dehght 
at  that  moment  in  doing  something  to  mortify 
hirri,  even  som.ething  extremxcly  disagreeable. 

At  length  Bezobyedoff  rose,  but  Dmitri  could 
not  at  once  part  from  so  agreeable  a  guest.  He 
proposed  to  him  that  he  should  spend  the  night 
there  ;  to  which,  fortunately,  Bezobyedoff  did  not 
consent,  and  departed. 
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After  having  seen  him  off,  Dmitri  returned ; 
and  sn^iling  brightly  in  a  self-satisfied  way,  and 
rubbing  his  hands,  probably  because  he  had  kept 
up  his  character,  and  because  he  had  at  last  got 
rid  of  his  ennui,  he  began  to  pace  the  room,  glancing 
at  me  from  time  to  time.  He  was  still  more 

repulsive  to  me,  "  How  dare  he  walk  and  smile  ?  " 
thought  I. 

"  Why  are  you  angry  ?  "  said  he  suddenly, halting  in  front  of  me. 

"  I  am  not  angry  at  all/'  I  answered,  as  one 
alwa3^s  answers  on  such  occasions  :  "I  am  only vexed  that  you  should  dissimulate  with  me  and 

Bezobyedoff,  and  with  yourself/' 
"  What  nonsense !  I  ne^'cr  dissimulate  with 

anyone/' 
"  I  have  not  forgotten  our  rule  of  frankness  : 

I  speak  openly  to  you.  I  am  convinced  that 
that  Bezobyedoff  is  as  intolerable  to  you  as  .to  me, 
because  he  is  stupid,  and  God  knows  what  else  ; 

but  you  like  to  put  on  airs  before  him/' 
•  "  No  !    and,  in  the  first  place,  Bezobyedoff  is  a 

very  fine  fellow/' 
"  And  I  tell  you,  yes  ;   I  will  even  go  so  far  as 

to  say  to  you  that  your  friendship  with  Liubov 
Sergieevna  is  also  founded  on  the  fact  that  she 

considers  you  a  god/' 
''  And  I  tell  you  no." 
"  But  I  tell  you,  yes,  because  I  know  it  b}^  my 

own  case,"  I  replied  with  the  warmth  of  suppressed 
yexation,  and  desirous  of  disarming  him  by  my 

frankness.  *'  I  have  told  you,  and  I  repeat  it, 
that  it  always  seems  to  me  that  I  like  those  people 
who  say  pleasant  things  to  me  ;  and  when  I  come 
to  examine  the  matter  well,  I  see  that  there  is 

no  real  attachment." 
*'  No/'  went  on  Dmitri,  adjusting  his  neckerchief 

with  an  impatient,  angry  gesture  ;   "  w^hen  I  love, 
neither  praise  nor  blame  can  change  my  feelings/' 

''  It  is  not  true.     I  have  confessed  to  vou  that 
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when  papa  called  me  a  good-for-nothing,  I  hated 
him  for  a  while,  and  desired  his  death,  just  as 

you  "— "  Speak  for  yourself.  It's  a  great  pity  if  you  are 
such  ' — 

"  On  the  contrary,"  I  cried,  springing  from  my 
chair,  and  looking  him  in  the  eye  with  desperate 

bravery,  ''  what  you  are  saying  is  net  right ;  did 
you  not  speak  to  me  about  my  brother  ?  I  will 
not  remind  you  of  it,  because  that  would  be  dis- 

honourable. Did  you  not  speak  to  me —  And  I 

will  tell  you  how  I  understand  you  now  " — And,  endeavouring  to  wound  him  even  more 
painfully  than  he  had  wounded  me,  I  began  to 
demonstrate  to  him  that  he  did  not  love  anyone, 
and  to  tell  him  everything  with  which,  as  it  seemed 
to  m.e,  I  had  a  right  to  reproach  him.  I  was  very 
much  pleased  at  having  told  him  everything, 
quite  forgetting  that  the  only  possible  object  of 
this  enumeration,  the  inducing  him  to  confess 
all  the  shortcomings  with  which  I  charged  him, 
could  not  be  attained  at  the  present  m^oment, 
when  he  was  excited.  But  I  never  repeated  it 
to  him  when  he  was  in  a  state  of  composure,  and 
could  acknowledge  it. 

The  dispute  had  already  passed  into  a  quarrel, 
w^hen  Dmitri  became  silent  all  at  once,  and  went 
into  the  next  room.  I  was  on  the  point  of  following 
him,  talking  all  the  while,  but  he  did  not  reply 
to  me.  I  knew  that  violent  passion  was  set  down 
in  his  list  of  vices,  and  that  he  had  conquered  him- 

self now.     Accordingly  I  cursed  all  his  registers. 
So  this  was  what  our  rule  had  led  us  to,  to  tell 

each  other  everything  that  im  thoughty  and  never  to 
say  anything  about  each  other  to  any  third  person. 
Carried  away  by  frankness,  we  had  sometimes 
proceeded  to  the  most  shameless  confessions, 
announcing,  to  our  own  shame,  ideas,  dreams 
of  desire  and  sentiment,  such  as  I  had  just  expressed 
to  him,  for  example  ;    and  these  confessions  not 
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only  had  not  drawn  closer  the  bonds  which  united 
us,  but  they  had  dried  up  the  feeling  itself,  and 
separated  us.  And  now,  all  at  once,  egotism  did 
not  permit  him  to  make  the  most  trivial  confession  ; 
and  in  the  heat  of  our  dispute  we  made  use  of  the 
very  weapons  with  wliich  we  had  previously  sup- 

plied each  other,  and  with  wliich  we  dealt  one 
another  painful  blows. 



CHAPTER   XLII 

THE  STEPMOTHER 

ALTHOUGH  papa  had  not  meant  to  come  to Moscow  with  his  wife  until  after  the  new 

year,  he  arrived  in  October,  at  a  season  when  there 
was  excellent  autumn  hunting  to  be  had  with  the 
dogs.  Papa  said  that  he  had  changed  his  plan 
because  his  case  was  to  be  heard  in  the  senate  ; 

but  Mimi  told  us  that*  Avdotya  Vasilievna  had 
become  so  bored  in  the  country,  had  spoken  so 
frequently  of  Moscow,  and  feigned  illness,  that 
papa  had  decided  to  comply  with  her  wishes.  For 
she  had  never  loved  him,  but  had  only  murmured 

her  love  in  everybody's  ears,  out  of  a  desire  to 
marry  a  rich  man,  said  Mimi,  sighing  thoughtfully, 

as  much  as  to  say,  ''  It's  not  what  some  people 
would  have  done  for  him,  if  he  had  but  knov/n 

how  to  prize  them/' 
Some  people  were  unjust  to  Avdotya  Vasilievna. 

Her  love  for  papa,  passionate,  devoted  love,  and 
self-sacrifice,  were  evident  in  every  word,  every 
look,  and  every  movement.  But  this  love  did  net 
in  the  least  prevent  her  cherishing  a  desire,  in  com- 

pany with  the  desire  not  to  leave  her  husband,  for 
remarkable  head-dresses  from  Madame  An'nette's, 
for  bonnets  with  extraordinary  blue  ostrich - 
feathers,  and  gowns  of  blue  Veretian  velvet, 
that  artistically  revealed  her  fine  v  hite  arms  and 
bosom,  which  had  hitherto  been  exhibited  to  no 
one  excepting  her  husband  and  her  toilet  maid. 

Katenka  took  her  mother's  part,  of  course  ;•  while 202 
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between  our  stepmother  and  us  certain  odd,  jesting 
relations  established  themselves  from  the  very 
day  of  her  arrival.  As  soon  as  she  alighted  from 
the  carriage,  Volodya  went  up,  scraping,  and 
swaying  to  and  fro  to  kiss  her  hand.  Having 
assumed  a  grave  face  and  troubled  eyes,  lie  said, 
as  though  he  were  introducing  someone  : 

"I  have  the  honour  to  offer  my  congratulations on  the  arrival  of  my  dear  mamma,  and  to  kiss  her 

hand." 
"  Ah,  my  dear  son  !  "  said  Avdotya  Vasilievna, with  her  beautiful,  monotonous  smile. 

*'  And  do  not  forget  your  second  httle  son," said  I,  also  approaching  to  kiss  her  hand,  and  in- 
voluntarily trying  to  assume  the  expression  of 

Volodya's  face  and  voice. If  our  stepmother  and  we  had  been  sure  of  our 
mutual  attachment,  this  expression  might  have 
indicated  scorn  of  the  exhibition  of  any  tokens 
of  affection  ;  if  we  had  already  been  ill-disposed 
towards  each  other,  it  might  have  indicated  irony, 
or  hypocritical  scorn,  or  a  desire  to  conceal  our 
real  relations  from  our  father,  who  w^as  present, 
and  many  other  thoughts  and  feelings  ;  but  in 
the  present  case  this  expression,  which  suited 

Avdotya  Vasilie\Tia's  taste  extremely  well,  in- dicated nothing  at  all,  and  only  pointed  to  an 
utter  absence  of  all  intimacy.  I  have  since  often 
observed  these  false  and  jesting  relations  in  other 

famj'lies,  wlien  the  members  of  them  foresee  that  a close  intercourse  will  not  be  quite  agreeable ; 
and  similar  relations  involuntarily  became  estab- 

lished between  us  and  Aydotya  Vasihevna.  We 
hardly  ever  departed  from  them  ;  we  were  alwavs 
hypocritically  poUte  to  her,  spoke  French,  scraped 
and  bowed,  and  called  her  "  ch^re  mmrian/'  to 
which  she  always  replied  with  jests,  in  the  same 
style,  with  her  beautiful,  monotonous  smile. 
Tearful  Liubotchka  alone,  with  her  crooked  legs 
and  innocent  prattle,  took  a  liking  to  her  step- 
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mother,  and  strove  very  naively,  and  sometimes 
awkwardly,  to  bring  her  into  closer  connecticn 
with  all  our  family ;  and  in  return,  the  only 
creature  in  all  the  world  for  whom  Avdotya 
Vasilievna  had  a  drop  of  affection,  with  the 
exception  of  her  passionate  love  for  papa,  was 
Liubotchka.  Avdotya  Vasilievna  even  exhibited 
for  her  a  certain  ecstatic  admiration  and  a  timid 

respect,  which  greatly  amiazed  me. 
At  first  Avdotya  was  very  fond  cf  calling  herself 

a  stepmother,  and  hinting  at  the  evil  and  unjust 
way  in  which  children  and  members  of  the  house- 

hold always  look  upon  a  stepmother,  and  how 
difficult  her  position  was  in  consequence  of  this. 
But  though  she  had  perceived  all  the  unpleasant- 

ness of  her  position,  she  had  done  nothing  to  escape 
it ;  she  did  not  caress  one,  make  presents  to  another, 
and  avoid  grumbling,  which  would  have  been  very 
easy  for  her,  since  she  was  very  amJable,  and  not 
exacting  in  disposition.  And  she  not  only  did 
not  do  this,  but  on  the  contrary,  foreseeing  all  tte 
unpleasantness  of  her  position,  she  prepared  herself 
for  defence  without  having  been  attacked  ;  and, 
taking  it  for  granted  that  all  the  members  of  the 
household  wished  to  use  all  the  means  in  their 

power  to  insult  her,  and  make  things  disagreeable 
for  her,  she  saw  som.e  design  in  everything,  and 
considered  that  the  mcst  dignified  way  for  her  was 
to  suffer  in  silence  ;  and,  since  she  won  no  love 
by  her  abstention  from  action,  of  course,  she  won 
ill-will.  Moreover,  she  was  so  lacking  in  that 
quality  of  understanding  which  was  developed 
to  such  a  high  degree  iu  our  house,  and  which  I 
have  already  mentioned,  and  her  habits  were  so 
opposed  to  those  which  had  become  rooted  in  our 
house,  that  this  alone  prejudiced  people  against 
her.  In  our  neat,  precise  house  she  always  lived 
as  though  she  had  but  just  arrived  ;  she  rose  and 
retired  now  early,  now  late  ;  at  one  time  she  would 
come  down  to  dinner,  at  another  she  would  not. 
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and  sometimes  she  had  supper,  and  again  she  had 
none.     She  went  about  half -dressed  tlxe  greater 
part  of  the  time  when  we  had  no  visitors,  and  was  not 
ashamed  to  show  herself  to  us,  and  even  to  the 
servants,  in  a  wliite  petticoat,  with  a  shawl  thrown 
around  her,  and  with  bare  arms.     At  first  this 
simplicity  pleased  me  ;    but  I  very  soon  lost  all 
the  respect  I  had  entertained  for  her,  in  conse- 

quence of  this  very  simplicity.     It  seemed  still 
stranger  to  us,  that  there  w^ere  two  totally  dis- 

similar women  in  her,  according  to  whether  we 
had  visitors  or  not.     In   the  presence  of  guests 
she  was  a  healthy,  cold,  young  beauty,  elegantly 
dressed,  neither  clever  nor  foolish,  but  cheerful ; 
when  there  were  no  guests  she  was  a  sad,  worn-out 
woman,  no  longer  young,  but  untidy  and  much 
bored,  although  affectionate.     I  often  thought,  as 
I  looked  at  her  when  she  returned  smiling  from 
making  calls,  and  blushing  v/ith  the  winter  cold, 

happy  in  the  consciousness  of  her  beauty,  and  w^ent 
up  tothe  mirror  to  survey  herself  as  she  removed  her 
bonnet ;  or  when  she  wxnt  to  the  carriage  rustling 
in  her  rich,  low-necked  ball-dress,  feehng  a  little 
ashamed,  yet  proud,  before  the  servants  ;    or  at 
hom^e,  when  we  had  little  evening  gatherings,  in 
a  tight  silk  gown  with  some  dehcate  lace  about  her 
soft  neck,  she  beamed  on  all  sides  with  her  mono- 

tonous  but    beautiful  smile — what  would   those 
who  raved  over  her  have  said  if  they  could  have 
seen  her  as  I  did  on  the  evenings  when  she  stayed 
at  home,  and  strayed  through  the  dimly  lighted 

rooms  like  a  shadow,  as  she  awaited  her  husband's return  from  the  club,  in  some  sort  of  a  wTapper, 

with    unkempt  V  hair  ?     Sometimes    she^went    to 
the   piano,  and  played  her  one  waltz,  frovvning 
with  the  effort ;   then  she  would  take  a  volume  of 
romance,  and,  after  reading  a  few  lines  out  of  the 
middle  of  it,  throw  it  away  ;    again,  in  order  not 
to  wake  up  the  servants,  she  would  go^o  the  pantry 
herself,  and  get  a  cucum.ber  and  cold  veal,  and  eat 
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it  standing  by  the  pantry-window ;  or  would 
wander  from  room  to  room  aimlessly,  both  weary 
and  bored.  But  what  separated  us  from  her  more 
than  anything  else  was  her  lack  of  tact,  which  was 
expressed  chiefly  by  Ijer  peculiar  attitude  of 
concjescending  attention  when  people  talked  to 
her  about  things  which  she  did  not  understand. 
She  was  not  to  blame,  because  she  had  unconscious- 

ly acquired  a  habit  of  smiUng  sKghtly  with  her 
lips  alone,  and  bending  her  head  when  she  was 
told  things  which  did  not  interest  her  (and  nothing 
except  herself  and  her  husband  did  interest  her)  ; 
but  that  smile,  and  bend  of  the  head,  frequently 
repeated,  were  inexpressibly  repellent.  Her  mirth, 
too,  which  seemed  to  ridicule  herself,  as  well  as 
everybody  else,  was  awkward,  and  was  shared 
by  no  one  ;  her  sensibility  also  was  too  artificial. 
But  the  chief  thing  of  all  was  that  she  was  not 
asham.ed  to  talk  constantly  to  everyone  about  her 
love  for  papa.  Although  she  did  not  lie  in  the 
least  when  she, said  that  her  whole  Ufe  consisted 
in  her  love  for  her  husband,  and  although  she 
proved  it  with  her  whole  life,  yet,  according  to 
our  views,  such  ceaseless,  unreserved  assertion  of 
her  affection  was  disgusting,  and  we  were  ashamed 
for  her  when  she  spoke  of  it  before  strangers, 
even  more  than  when  she  made  mistakes  in  French. 

She  loved  her  husband  more  than  anything  in 
the  world  ;  and  her  husband  loved  her,  especially 
at  first,  and  when  he  saw  that  he  was  not  the  only 
one  whom  she  pleased,  w  The  sole  aim  of  her  ex- 

istence was  the  acquiremxCnt  of  her  husband's  love  ; 
but  it  seem.ed  as  though  she  purposely  did  every- 

thing which  could  be  disagreeable  to  him,  and  all 
with  the  object  of  showing  him  the  full  power  of 
her  love,  and  her  readiness  to  sacrifice  herself. 

She  loved  gala  attire  ;  my  father  liked  to  see  her 
a  beauty  in  societj^  exciting  praise  and  admiration  : 
she  sacrificed  her  love  for  festivities,  for  father's 
sake,  and  grew  more  and  more  accustomed  to  sit 
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at  liuuic  111  a  grey  blouse.  I'apa,  who  always  had 
considered  freedom  and  equality  indispensable 
conditions  in  family  intercourse,  hoped  that  his 
beloved  Liubotchka  and  his  good  young  wife 
w^ould  come  together  in  a  sincere  and  friendly  way ; 
but  Avdotya  Vasilievna  was  sacrificing  herself, 
and  considered  it  requisite  to  show  the  real  mistress 
of  the  hotise,  as  she  called  Liubotchka,  an  unsuitable 
amount  of  respect,  which  wounded  papa  deeply. 
He  gambled  a  great  deal  that  winter,  and,  tow^ards 
the  end,  lost  a  good  deal  of  money  ;  and  concealed 
his  gambling  matters  from  all  the  household,  as 
he  always  did,  not  wishing  to  mix  up  such  things 
with  his  family  life.  Avdotya  Vasilievna  still 
sacrificed  herself ;  sometimes  she  was  ill,  and 
towards  the  end  of  the  winter  she  was  enciente, 
but  she  considered  it  her  duty  to  go  to  meet  papa 
with  her  swinging  gait,  in  her  grey  blouse,  and  with 

unkempt  hair,  at  four  or  five  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
W'hen  he  returned  from  his  club,  at  times  weary 
and  ashamed  on  account  of  his  losses. 

She  inquired,  in  an  absent-minded  way,  whether 
he  had  been  lucky  at  play  ;  and  listened,  with 
condescending  attention,  as  she  smiled  and  roiled 
her  head  about,  to  what  he  told  her  as  to  his  doings 
at  the  club,  and  to  his  request,  a  hundred  times 
repeated,  that  she  would  never  wait  for  him. 
But  although  his  losses  and  winnings,  upon  which, 

according  to  his  play,  all  papa's  resources  depended, did  not  interest  her  in  the  least,  she  was  the  first 
to  meet  him  every  night  when  he  returned  from 
the  club.  Moreover,  she  was  urged  to  these  meet- 

ings, not  by  her  passion  for  self-sacrifice  alone, 
but  by  a  certain  concealed  jealousy  from  which 
she  suffered  in  the  highest  degree.  No  one  in  the 
world  could  convince  her  that  papa  w^as  returning 
late  from  the  club,  and  not  from  some  mistress. 

She  tried  to  read  papa's  love  secrets  in  his  face ; 
and,  as  she  could  see  nothing  there,  she  sighed  with 
a  certain  luxury  of  woe,  and  gave  herself  up  to  the 
contemplation  of  her  unhappiness. 
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In  consequence  of  these  and  many  other  incessant 

sacrifices,  there  came  to  be,  in  papa's  conduct  to his  wife,  towards  the  later  months  of  the  winter, 
during  which  }ie  had  lost  so  large  a  sum  that  he 
was  out  of  spirits  the  greater  part  of  the  time, 
an  evident  fecHng  of  quiet  hate,  of  that  suppressed 

repugnance  to  the  object  of  one's  affections  which 
is  expressed  by  an  unconscious  endeavour  to  cause 
that  object  every  possible  sort  of  petty  moral 
unpleasantnesses. 



CHAPTER   XLIII 

NEW   COMR.\DES 

THE  winter  passed  away  unperceived,  and  the 
thaw  had  already  begun  again,  and  the  Hsts  of 

the  examinations  had  already  been  nailed  up  at  the 
university  ;  when  all  at  once  I  remembered  that 
I  had  to  be  examined  on  the  eighteen  lectures 
which  I  had  attended,  but  not  one  of  which  I 
had  written  dowTi,  or  taken  cognizance  of.  Strange 

that  such  a  plain  question,  ''  How  am  I  to  pass  the 
examinations  ?  ''  had  never  once  presented  itself 
to  me.  But  I  had  been  in  such  a  mist  that  whole 
winter,  arising  from  my  dehght  in  being  grown 
up  and  being  comme  ilfaut,  that  when  it  did  occur 

to  me,  ''  How  am  I  to  pass  the  examinations  ?  '' 
I  compared  myself  with  my  comrades,  and  thought, 

''  They  will  pass,  but  the  majority  of  them  are  iMDt 
comme  il  faut  yet ;  so  I  still  have  an  extra  advan- 

tage over  the'm,  and  I  must  pass."  I  went  to 
the  lectures  simply  because  I  had  becomie  accus- 

tomed to  them,  and  because  papa  sent  me  out  of 
the  house.  Moreover,  I  had  a  great  many  acquaint- 

ances, and  I  often  had  a  jolly  time  at  the  university. 
I  loved  the  noise,  the  chattering,  the  laughing  in 
the  auditorium  ;  I  loved  to  sit  on  the  rear  bench 
during  the  lecture,  and  dream  of  somiCthing  or 

other  to  the  monotonous  sound  of  the  professor's 
voice,  and  ̂ o  observe  my  comrades  ;  I  hked  to 
run  out  at  times  with  someone  to^  Matema's, 
to  drink  vodka  and  take  a  bite,  and  knowing  that 
I  might  be  punished  for  it,  to  enter  the  auditorium 
after  the  professor,  creaking  the  door  timidly  ;    I 20Q 
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loved  to  take  part  in  a  piece  of  mischief  when  class 
after  class  congregated  amid  laughter  in  the 
corridors.     All  this  was  very  jolly. 
When  everybody  had  begun  to  attend  the  lec- 

tures more  faithfully,  and  the  professor  of  physics 
had  finished  his  course,  and  had  taken  leave  until 
the  examinations,  the  students  began  to  collect 
their  note-books,  and  prepare  themselves.  I  also 
began  to  think  of  preparing  myself.  Operoff 
and  I  continued  to  bow  to  each  other,  but  were  on 
the  very  coolest  terms,  as  I  have  already  said. 
He  not  only  offered  me  his  note-books,  but  invited 
me  to  prepare  myself  with  him  and  other  students. 
I  thanked  him  and  consented,  hoping  by  so  doing 
to  entirely  smooth  over  my  former  disagreement 
with  him  ;  all  I  asked  was  that  they  would  promise 
to  meet  at  my  house,  as  I  had  excellent  quarters. 

I  was  told  that  the  preparations  would  be  made 
in  turn  at  one  place  or  another,  as  was  found  most 
convenient.  The  first  meeting  took  place  at 

Zukhin's.  He  occupied  a  little  room  partitioned 
off,  in  a  large  house  on  the  Trubnoi  Boulevard. 
I  was  late  on  the  first  day  named,  and  arrived  when 
they  had  akeady  begun  the  reading.  The  little 
room  was  full  of  smoke  from  the  coarse  tobacco 

which  Zukhin  used,  which  was  makhorka,^  On  the 
table  stood  a  square  bottle  of  vodka,  glasses,  bread, 
salt,  and  a  mutton-bone. 

Zukhin  invited  me,  without  rising,  to  have  a 
drink  of  vodka,  and  to  take  off  my  coat. 

*'  I  think  you  are  not  accustomed  to  such  an 
entertainment,''  he  added. 

All  were  in  dirty  pink  caHco  shirts,  with  false 
fronts.  I  removed  my  coat,  trying  not  to  show 
my  scorn  for  them,  and  laid  it  on  the  sofa  with  an 
air  of  comradeship.  Zukhin  recited,  referring 
now  and  then  to  the  note-books :  the  others 
stopped  him  to  ask  questions ;   and  he  explained 

♦Peasant  tobacco  {nicotiana  rustica),  grown  in  Little Russia. 
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concisely,  intelligentlv  and  accurately.  I  began 
to  listen  ;  and  as  I  did  not  understand  much,  not 
knowing  what  had  gone  before,  I  asked  a  question. 

'*  Eh,  batiuschka,  you  can't  listen  if  you  don't 
know  that,''  said  Zukhin.  '*  I  will  give  you  the 
note-books,  and  you  can  go  through  them  for 
to-morrow." 

I  was  ashamed  of  my  ignorance,  and,  conscious 

at  the  same  time  of  the  entire  justice  of  Zukhin 's 
remarks,  I  ceased  to  listen,  and  busied  myself 
with  observations  on  these  new  associates.  Accord- 

ing to  the  classification  of  men  into  those  who  were 
comme  il  jaut,  and  those  who  were  comme  il  ne 
faut  pas,  they  evidently  belonged  to  the  second 
division,  and  awakened  in  me,  consequently,  a 
feeling  not  only  of  scorn,  but  of  a  certain  personal 
hatred  which  I  experienced  for  them,  because, 
though  they  were  not  comme  il  faut,  they  not 
only  seemed  to  regard  me  as  their  equal,  but 
even  patronized  me  in  a  good-natured  way.  This 
feeling  was  roused  in  me  by  their  feet,  and  their 
dirty  hands  with  their  closely  bitten  nails,  by  one 

long  nail  on  Operoff's  little  finger,  and  by  their 
pink  shirts,  and  their  false  fronts,  and  the  oaths 
with  which  they  affectionately  addressed  each 

other,  and  the  dirty  room,  and  Zukhin 's  habit 
of  constantly  blowing  his  nose  a  little,  while  he 
pressed  one  nostril  with  his  finger,  and  in  particular 
by  their  way  of  spealdng,  of  employing  and  accent- 

ing certain  words.  For  instance,  they  used 
blockhead  instead  of  fool ;  just  so  instead  of  ex- 

actly ;  splendid  instead  of  very  beautiful ;  and 
so  on  :  v/hich  seemed  to  me  to  be  book-language, 
and  disgustingly  ungentlemanly.  But  that  which 
aroused  my  comme  il  faut  hatred  was  the  accent 
v/hich  they  placed  on  certain  Russian,  and  expeci- 
ally  on  foreign  words  :  they  said  mdchine,  activity, 
6n  purpose,  in  the  chimney,  Shdkspeare  instead 
of  Shakspeare,  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth. 

But  in  spite  of  their  exterior,  which  at  th^t  time 
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was  insuperably  repugnant  to  me,  I  had  a  presenti- 
ment that  there  was  something  good  about  these 

fellow^s  ;  and,  envious  ojf  the  genial  comradeship 
which  united  them,  I  felt  attracted  to  them,  and 
wanted  to  get  better  acquainted  with  them,  which 
was  not  a  difficult  thing  for  m^e  to  do.  I  already 
knew  the  gentle  and  upright  Operoff.  Now,  the 
dashing  and  remarkably  clever  Zukhin,  who  evi- 

dently reigned  over  this  circle,  pleased  me  extreme- 
ly. He  was  a  small,  stout,  dark-complexioned 

man,  with  somewhat  swollen  and  always  shining 
but  extremely  intelligent,  lively,  and  independent 
face.  This  expression  was  especially  due  to  his 
forehead,  which  was  not  lofty,  but  arched  over  deep 
black  eyes,  his  short,  bristling  hair,  and  his  thick 
black  beard,  which  bore  the  appearance  of  never 
being  shaved.  He  did  not  seem  to  think  of  himself 
(a  thing  which  alwa,ys  pleased  me  in  people),  but 
it  was  evident  that  his  mind  was  never  idle.  His 
was  one  of  those  expressive  countenances  which 
undergo  an  entire  and  sudden  change  in  your 
eyes  a  few  hours  after  you  have  seen  them  for  the 
first  time.  This  is  what  happened  in  my  eyes  with 

Zukhin's  face  towards  the  end  of  the  evening. 
New  v/rinkles  suddenly  made  their  appearance 
on  his  countenance,  his  eyes  retreated  still  deeper, 
his  smile  became  different,  and  his  whole  face 
was  so  changed  that  it  was  with  difficulty  that  I 
recognised  him. 
When  the  meeting  was  at  an  end,  Zukhin,  the 

other  students,  and  I  drank  a  glass  of  vodka  apiece 
in  order  to  show  our  desire  to  be  good  comrades, 
and  hardly  any  remained  in  the  bottle.  Zukhin 
inquired  who  had  a  quarter-rouble,  that  the  old 
w^oman  who  w^aited  on  him  might  be  sent  for  m^ore 
vodka.  I  offered  my  money  ;  but  Zukhin  turned 
to  Operoff  as  though  he  had  not  heard  me,  and 
Operoff,  pulUng  out  a  little  bead  purse,  gave  him 
the  money  that  was  needed. 

''  See  that  you  don't  get  drunk,"  said  Operoff, who  did  not  drink  at  all  himself. 
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"  By  no  means/'  replied  Zukhin,  sucking  the 
marrow  from  the  mutton-bone  (I  remember 
thinking  at  the  time,  *'  He  is  so  clever  because  he 
eats  a  great  deal  of  marrow.")  "  By  no  means/' 
went  on  Zukhin,  smiling  slightly,  and  his  smile 
was  such  that  one  noticed  it  involuntarily,  and 

felt  grateful  to  him  for  the  smile.  ''Though  I 
should  get  drunk,  there's  no  harm.  Now  let's  see, 
brothers  :  who  will  wager  that  I'll  come  out  better 
than  he  will,  or  he  better  than  I  ?  It's  all  ready, 
brothers,"  he  added,  tapping  his  head  boastfully. 
"  There's  Semen ofT,  he  would  not  have  broken 
dowTi  if  he  had  not  caroused  so  deeply." 

In  fact,  that  same  grey-haired  SemenofT,  who 
had  so  much  delighted  me  at  the  first  examination 
by  being  homelier  than  myself,  and  who,  after 
ha\ang  passed  second  in  the  entrance  examinations, 
had  attended  the  lectures  punctually  during  the 
first  month  of  his  studenthood,  had  caroused 
before  the  review,  and  towards  the  end  of  the 

year's  course  had  not  shown  him.self  at  the  univer- 
sity at  all. 

*'  Where  is  he  ?  "  asked  someone. 
'*  I  have  lost  sight  of  him,"  went  on  Zukhin. 

''  The  last  time  we  were  together  we  broke  every- 
thing at  the  Lisbon  tavern.  Semenoff  has  turned 

out  a  magnificent:  scamp.  What  a  head  he  has  ! 
What  fire  there  is  in  that  man  !  What  a  mind  ! 

Ifs  a  pity  if  he  should  com-e  to  grief  ;  but  he  cer- 

tainly will.  With  his  outbreaks  he  wasn't  the kind  of  fellow  to  sit  still  in  the  university. 
After  a  little  further  conversation,  all  rose  to 

go,  having  agreed  to  meet  at  Zukhin's  on  the  fol- 
lowing days,  because  his  quarters  were  the  nearest 

to  all  the  others.  When  we  all  emerged  into  the 

courtyard,  I  was  rather  conscience-stricken  that 

they  "should  all  be  on  foot,  v/hile  I  alone  rode  in a  drozhky  ;  and  in  my  shame  I  proposed  to 
Operoff  to  take  him  homie.  Zukhin  had  come  out 
.vith  us,  and,  borrowing  a  silver  rouble  of  Operoff, 
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he  went  off  somewhere  to  visit  for  the  night. 
On  the  way  Operoff  told  me  a  great  deal  about 

Zukhin's  character,  and  manner  of  hfe  ;  and  when 
I  reached  home  I  did  not  go  to  sleep  for  a  long 
time,  for  thinking  of  the  new  people  with  whom 
I  had  become  acquainted.  For  a  long  while  I 
lay  awake  wavering,  on  the  one  hand,  between 
respect  for  them. — as  their  learning,  simplicitj^, 
honest}^  and  all  their  poetry  of  youth  and  daring, 
inclined  me  in  their  favour,  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  their  ungentlemanly  exterior,  miore  or  less, 
repelled  me/-  In  spite  of  all  this  desire,  it  was  at 
that  time  literally  impossible  for  me  to  associate 
with  them.  Our  ideas  were  entirely  different. 
There  was  between  us  an  abyss  of  shades,  which 
constituted  for  me  all  the  charm  and  reason  of 
life,  which  were  utterly  incomprehensible  to  them, 
and  vice  versa.  But  the  principal  reason  why  we 
could  not  possibly  associate  was  my  coat,  made  of 
twentj^-rouble  cloth,  my  drozhky,  and  my  cambric 
shirts.  This  reason  had  particular  weight  with 
me.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  insulted  them  with 
the  signs  of  my  prosperity.  I  felt  guilty  before 
them  ;  and  I  could  not  in  any  way  enter  upon  equal, 
genuinely  friendly  relations  with  them,  because 
I  first  humbled  myself,  then  rebelled  against  my 
undeserved  humiliation,  and  then  proceeded  to 
self-confidence.  But  the  coarse,  vicious  side  of 

Zukhin's  character  had  been,  during  this  period, 
to  such  a  degree  overwhelmed  by  that  powerful 
poetry  of  bravery  of  which  I  had  a  presentiment 
in  him,  that  it  did  not  affect  me  at  all  unpleasantly. 

For  two  weeks  I  went  nearly  every  evening  to 

study  at  Zukhin's.  I  studied  very  little ;  for, 
as  I  have  already  said,  I  had  fallen  behind  my 
comrades,  and  as  I  had  not  sufficient  force  to 
study  alone,  in  order  to  catch  up  with  them,  I 
only  pretended  to  hsten  and  understand  what  was 
read.  It  seemed  to  me  that  my  companions 
divined  my  dissimulation  ;    and  I  observed  that 
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they  frequently  skipped  passages  v.hich  they 
knew  themselves,  and  never  asked  me  about 
them. 

Every  day  I  became  more  and  more  lenient 
towai;ds  the  disorder  of  this  circle,  I  felt  drawn 
towards  it,  and  found  much  that  was  poetical  in  it. 
My  word  of  honour  alone,  which  I  had  given  to 
Dmitri,  not  to  ge  anywhere  on  a  carouse  with  them, 
restrained  my  desire  to  share  their  pleasures. 

Once  I  attempted  to  brag  before  them  of  my 
knowledge  of  literature,  and  particularly  of  French 
Kterature  ;    and   I  led  the  conversation  to  that 
subject.     It    turned    out,     to    my    amazement, 
although  they   pronounced   the   titles   of  foreign 
books  in  Russian  fashion,  that  tlicy  had  read  a 
great  deal  more  than  I,  that  they  knew  and  prized 
English   and   even    Spanish   writers,   and   Lesage 
of  whom  I  had  never  even  heard.     Puslikin  and 
Zhukovsky  were  literature  to  them  (and  not,  as  to 
me,  little  books  in  yellow  bindings  which  I  had 

read    and    learned    as    a    child).     They    despised' 
Dumas,  Sue,  and  Feval  equalh'  ;  and  passed  judg- 

ment, Zukhin  in  particular,  upon  literature  much 
better,  and  more  clearly  than  I,  as  I  could  not 

but  acknowledge.     Neither  had  I  any  adv^antage 
over  them  in  my  knowledge  of  music.     Still  more 
to  my  amazement,  Operoff  played  on  the  violin, 
another   of   the   students   who   studied   with   us 
played  the  violoncello  and  the  piano  ;     and  both 
played  in  the  university  orchestra,    knew  music 
ver\^  well,  and  prized  it  highly.     In  a  word,  with 
the  exception  of  the  French  and  German  accent, 
they  knew  everything  that  I  attempted  to  brag 
about  before  them,  much  better  than  I  did,  and 
were  not  in  the  least  proud  of  it.     I   might  have 
boasted  of  my  social  position  ;  but,  unhke  Volodya, 

I  had  none.^   What,  then,  was  that  height  from which  I  looked  down  upon  them  ?  my  acquaintance 
with  Prince  Ivan  Ivanitch  ?   my  pronunciation  of 

French  ?     my    drozhk}' !     my    cambric    shirts  ? 
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my  finger-nails  ?  The  thought  that  all  this  vva-. 
nonsense  began  to  pass  dimly  through  my  inind 
at  times,  under  the  influence  of  envy  for  the  fellow- 

ship and  good-natured  youthful  mirth  which  I 
saw  before  me.  They  all  called  each  other  thou. 
The  simplicity  of  their  intercourse  approached 
coarseness/  but  even  beneath  this  rough  exterior 
a  fear  of  offending  each  other  in  any  way  was 
constantly  visible.  Scamp  and  pigy  words  which 
w^ere  employed  by  them  in  an  affectionate  sense, 
made  me  recoil,  and  gave  me  cause  for  inward 
ridicule  ;  but  these  words  did  not  offend  them  in 
the  least,  or  prevent  their  standing  on  the  most 
friendly  footing  with  one  another.  They  were 
careful  and  delicate  in  their  dealings  v/ith  one 
another,  as  only  very  poor  and  very  young  people 
are.  But  the  chief  point  was,  that  I  scented 
something  grand  and  wild  in  the  character  of 
Zukhin  and  his  adventures  at  the  Lisbon  tavern. 

I  had  a  suspicion  that  these  carouses  miust  be  some- 
thing quite  different  from  the  sham  affair  with  burnt 

rum  and  champagne  in  which  I  had  participated 
at  Baron  Z/s. 
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ZUKHIN  AND   SEMENOFF, 

T  DO  not  know  to  what  class  of  society  Zukhin 
^  belonged  ;  but  I  know  that  he  was  from  the 
C.  gymnasium,  had  no  money  wliatever,  and  appar- 

ently was  not  of  noble  birth.  He  was  eighteen 
at  this  time,  though  he  appeared  much  older. 
He  was  remarkably  clever,  and  particularly 
quick  at  grasping  an  idea  ;  it  was  easier  for  him 
to  embrace  the  whole  of  a  many-sided  subject, 
to  foresee  all  its  details  and  deduce  its  various 
results,  than  to  analyse  the  laws  by  virtue  of  which 
these  results  are  arrived  at.  He  knew  that  he  was 
clever  ;  he  was  proud  of  it,  and  in  consequence 
of  this  pride  he  was  uniformly  simple  and  good- 
natured  in  his  intercourse  with  everyone.  He  must 
have  suffered  much  in  the  course  of  his  life.  His 
fier^%  sensitive  nature  had  already  received  the 
impression  of  love  and  friendship  and  of  the 
ordinary  cares  of  hfe.  Although  he  lived  on 
scanty  means,  and  in  the  lower  classes  of  society, 
there  was  nothing  for  which,  after  having  made 
proof  of  it,  he  did  not  feel  either  scorn,  or  a  certain 
indifference  and  inattention,  which  proceeded  from 
the  too  great  facility  with  which  he  acquired 
everything.  Apparently  he  only  grasped  at  everj^ 
novelty  for  the  sake  of  scorning  what  he  had  ob- 

tained after  gaining  his  object,  and  l:is  gifted 
nature  ahvays  attained  his  goal,  and  had  a  right 
to  feel  contempt.  It  was  the  same  thing  with  the 
sciences  :  he  studied  httle,  took  no  notes,  yet  had 
a  superior  knowledge  of  mathemiatics,  and  boasted 
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of  it,  saying  that  he  could  beat  the  professor.  He 
thought  a  great  deal  of  what  they  taught  was 
nonsense  ;  but  with  his  characteristic,  unconsciously 
practical,  and  roguish  nature,  he  immediately  fell 
in  with  what  the  professor  required,  and  all  the 
professors  liked  liim.  He  was  outspoken  in  his 
bearing  with  the  authorities,  yet  the  authorities 
respected  him.  He  not  only  did  not  respect  or 
love  the  sciences,  but  he  even  despised  those  who 
occupied  themselves  seriously  with  what  he 
acquired  so  easily.  The  sciences,  as  he  understood 
them,  did  not  require  the  tenth  part  of  his  gifts  ; 
life  in  his  position  as  a  student  did  not  offer  any- 

thing to  which  he  could  devote  himiself  wholly  ; 
but,  as  he  said,  his  fiery,  active  nature  demanded 
life,  and  he  gave  himself  up  to  dissipation  of  such 
a  kind  as  his  means  permitted,  and  yielded  himself 
with  ardour  and  a  desire  to  exhaust  his  powers, 
as  far  as  practicable.  Before  the  examinations, 

Operoff's  prediction  was  fulfilled.  Zukhin  dis- 
appeared for  a  couple  of  weeks,  so  that  we  made  our 

preparations  during  the  last  part  of  the  time  at 
another  student's  rooms.  But  at  the  first  examin- 

ation, he  made  his  appearance  in  the  hall,  pale, 
haggard,  and  with  tremibling  hands,  and  passed 
into  the  seccnd  course  in  a  brilliant  mxanner. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  course  the  company  of 
carousers  was  formed  of  eight  men,  at  whose  head 
stood  Zukhin.  Ikonin  and  Semenoff  were  among 
the  number  at  first.  The  fonner  left  the  company 
because  he  could  not  endure  the  wild  dissipation 
to  which  they  gave  themselves  over  at  the  begin- 

ning of  the  year ;  but  the  second  did  not  desert 
them,  because  it  seem^ed  a  small  matter  to  him. 
At  first,  all  the  men  in  our  class  looked  upon  these 
carousers  with  a  kind  of  horror,  and  related  their 
pranks  to  each  other. 

The  chief  heroes  of  these  pranks  were  Zukhin,  and, 
towards  the  end  of  the  year,  Semenoff.  All 
regarded  Semenoff,  towards  the  end,  with  a  certain 
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terror  ;  and  when  he  came  to  a  lecture,  which 
very  rarely  happened,  there  was  a  sonsnf ir >n  in  fhr 
auditorium. 

Semenoff  wound  up  his  career  of  dissipation,  just 
before  the  examinations,  in  the  most  original  and 
energetic  manner ;  of  which  I  was  a  witness, 
thanks  to  my  acquahitance  with  Zukhin.  This  is 
how  it  was.  Oue  evening,  when  we  had  just 
assembled  at  Zukhin 's,  and  Operoff,  having arranged  beside  him,  in  addition  to  the  tallow 
candle  in  the  candlestick,  a  tallow  candle  in  a 
bottle,  and,  with  his  head  bent  down  over  the  note- 

books, was  beginning  to  read  in  his  shrill  voice 
from  his  minutely  wiutten  notes  on  physics,  the 
landlady  entered  the  room,  and  informed  Zukhin 
tiiat  someone  had  come  with  a  note  for  him.*  .  .  . 

♦The  rest  of  the  story  is  omitted  in  the  Russian, 



CHAPTER  XLV. 

I  MAKE  A  FAILURE 

AT  length  the  first  exammation  arrived,  en  the 
differential  and  integral  calculus ;  but  I  v/as  in 

a  kind  of  a  strange  mist,  and  had  no  clear  conception 
of  what  awaited  me.  It  occurred  to  me  during  the 
evening,  after  enjoying  the  society  of  Zukhin  and 
his  comrades,  that  it  was  necessary  to  miake  som.e 
change  in  my  convictions  ;  that  there  was  some- 

thing about  them  Vv^hich  was  not  nice,  and  not  just 
what  it  should  be  :  but  in  the  m.orning,  in  the  light 
of  the  sun,  I  again  became  comme  il  fauty  was  very 
vvcll  content  with  that,  and  desired  no  alterations 
in  myself. 

It  was  in  this  fram.e  of  m.ind  that  I  came  to  the 
first  examination.  I  seated  mxyself  on  a  bench  on 
the  side  where  sat  the  princes,  counts,  and  barons, 
and  began  to  converse  with  them  in  French  ;  and, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  thought  never  occurred 
to  me  that  I  should  presently  be  called  upon  to 
answer  questions  upon  a  subject  which  I  knew 
nothing  about.  I  gazed  coolly  at  those  who  w^ent 
up  to  be  examined,  and  I  even  permitted  myself 
to  make  fun  of  some  of  them. 

''  Well,  Grap,  how  goes  it  ?  "  I  said  to  Ilinka 
when  he  returned  from  the  table.  ''  Did  you  get 

frightened  ?  " 
**  We'll  see  how  you  come  out,"  said  Ilinka,  who 220 
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had  utterly  rebelled  against  my  influence  from  the 
day  he  entered  the  imiversity,  who  never  smiled 
when  I  spoke  to  him,  and  was  ill-disposed  towards me. 

I  smiled  scornfully  at  Ilinka's  reply,  although  the doubt  which  he  expressed  alarm.ed  m.e  for  a  moment. 
But  the  mist  again  spread  itself  over  this  feeling  ; 
and  I  remained  indifferent  and  absent-minded,  so 
that  I  promised  to  go  and  lunch  with  Baron  Z.  at 

Materna's  as  soon  as  ever  I  had  been  examined  (as 
though  this  was  a  matter  of  the  utmost  insig- 

nificance to  me).  When  I  was  called  up  with 
Ikonin,  I  arranged  the  skirts  of  my  uniform,  and 
stepped  up  to  the  examination  table  with  perfect 
nonchalance. 

A  shght  chill  of  terror  coursed  through  my  back 
only  when  the  3'Oung  professor — the  same  one  who 
had  questioned  me  at  the  entrance  examination — 
looked  me  straight  in  the  face,  and  I  touched  the 
note-paper  on  which  the  questions  were  written. 
Although  Ikonin  took  his  ticket  with  the  same 
swaying  of  his  whole  body  as  during  the  preceding 
examinations,  he  answered  after  a  fashion,  though 
verj^  badly.  And  I  did  what  he  had  done  at  the 
first  examinations  :  I  did  even  worse  ;  for  I  took 
a  second  card,  and  made  no  reply  at  all.  The 
professor  looked  me  compassionately  in  the  face, 
a.nd  said  in  a  firm  but  quiet  voice — 

'*  Ycu  will  not  pass  into  the  second  class,  Mr. 
Irteneff.  It  will  be  better  not  to  present  yourself 
for  examination.  This  course  must  be  weeded  out. 

And  the  same  with  you,  Mr.  Ikonin,"  he  added. 
Ikonin  asked  permission  to  be  re-examined,  as 

though  it  were  an  alms  ;  but  the  professor  replied 
that  he  could  not  accompUsh  in  two  days  what  he 
had  not  accomplished  in  the  course  of  a  year,  and 
that  he  could  not  possibly  pass.  Ilkonin  begged 
again  in  a  humble  and  pitiful  manner,  but  the 
professor  again  refused. 
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''  You  may  go,  gentlemen/'  he  said  in  the  same low  but  firm  voice. 

It  was  only  then  that  I  could  make  up  my  mind 
to  leave  the  table  ;  and  I  was  ashamed  at  having, 

as  it  were,  taken  part  by  my  silence  in  Ikonin's 
prayers.  I  do  not  remember  how  I  traversed  the 
hall,  past  the  students  ;  what  reply  I  made  to  their 
questions  ;  how  I  made  my  way  into  the  ante- 

room, and  got  home.     > 
For  three  days  I  did  not  leave  my  room  :  I  saw 

no  one  ;  I  found  solace  in  tears,  as  in  my  childhood, 
and  wept  a  great  deal.  I  Icoked  up  my  pistols, 
in  order  that  I  might  shoot  myself  if  I  should  feel 
any  desire  to  do  so.  I  thought  that  Ilinka  Grap 
would  spit  in  my  face  when  he  met  me,  and  that 
he  would  be  quite  right  in  so  doing  ;  that  Operoff 
would  rejoice  in  my  misfortune,  and  tell  ever3^bcdy 
about  it ;  that  Kolpikoff  was  quite  correct  in 

insulting  me  at  Jahr's ;  that  my  stupid  speeches to  Princess  Kornakova  could  have  no  other  result ; 
and  so  on  and  so  on.  All  the  moments  of  my  life 
which  had  been  torturing  to  my  self-love,  and  hard 
to  bear,  passed  through  my  mind  one  after  the 
other  ;  and  I  tried  to  blam.e  someone  else  for  my 
misfortunes.  I  thought  that  someone  had  done 
this  on  purpose  ;  I  invented  a  whole  intrigue 
against  myself ;  I  grumbled  at  the  professors,  at 
my  comrades,  at  Volodya,  at  Dmitri,  at  papa 
because  he  had  sent  me  to  the  university  ;  I 
complained  of  Providence,  for  having  allowed  me  to 
live  to  see  such  disgrace.  Finally,  conscious  of  my 
complete  ruin  in  the  eyes  of  all  who  knevv^  me,  I 
begged  papa  to  let  me  enter  the  hussars,  or  go  to  the 
Caucasus.  Papa  was  displeased  with  me  ;  but,  on 
seeing  my  terrible  grief,  he  comforted  me  by  saying 
that  it  was  not  so  very  bad  ;  that  matters  might  be 
arranged  if  I  would  take  a  different  course  of  study. 
Volodya  too,  who  did  not  see  anything  dreadful  in 
my  misfortune,  said  that  in  another  course  I  should 
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at  least  not  feel  ashamed  before  my  fellow-students. 
Oar  ladies  did  not  understand  it  at  all,  and  would 

not,  or  could  not,  comprehend  what  an  examination 
was — what  it  meant,  to  fail  to  pass  ;  and  only 
pitied  me,  because  they  saw  my  grief. 

Dmitri  came  to  see  me  every  day,  and  was 
extremely  gentle  and  tender  during  this  whole 
period  ;  but,  for  tliat  very  reason,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  he  had  grown  cold  towards  me.  It  alwavs 
seemed  to  me  a  pain  and  an  insult,  when,  mounting 
to  my  room,  he  sat  down  close  to  me  in  silence,  with 
a  little  of  that  expression  which  a  doctor  wears  when 
he  seats  himself  at  the  bedside  of  a  very  sick  man. 
Sophia  Ivano\Tia  and  Varenka  sent  me  books  by 
him,  which  I  had  formerly  wanted,  and  w^ished  me 
to  come  to  see  them  ;  but,  in  this  very  attention,  I 
perceived  a  haughty  and  insulting  condescension 
tow^ards  me,  the  man  who  had  fallen  so  very  low. 
At  the  end  of  three  days,  I  became  somewhat 
composed  ;  but,  even  up  to  our  departure  for  the 
country,  I  did  not  leave  the  house  ;  and,  tliinking 
only  of  my  grief,  I  lounged  idly  from  room  to  room, 
endeavouring  to  avoid  all  the  m.embers  of  the 
household. 

I  thought  and  thought ;  and  finally,  late  in  the 
evening,  as  I  was  sitting  downstairs  and  listening 

to  Avdotj'a  Vasilie\Tia's  w^altz,  I  suddenty  sprang 
up,  ran  upstairs,  got  my  note-book,  on  w^hich  was 
written,  '*  Rules  of  Life,"  opened  it,  and  a  moment 
of  repentance  and  moral  expansion  came  over  me. 
I  wept,  but  no  longer  with  tears  of  despair.  When 
I  recovered  myself,  I  decided  to  write  down  my 

rules  of  life  again  ;  and  I  w^as  finnly  convinced 
that  I  should  never  henceforth  do  anything  wrong, 
nor  spend  a  single  minute  in  idleness,  nor  ever  alter 
my  rules. 

Whether  this  moral  impetus  lasted  long,  in  what 
it  consisted,  and  w^hat  new^  laws  sustained  my  m.cral 
developm.ent,  I  shall  some  day  relate  when  describ- 
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ing  the  subsequent  and  happier  half  of  my  youth.* 

♦The  last  half  of  the  Memoirs,  if  written,  has  never  been 
published.  Russian  and  foreign  critics,  however,  are 
agieed  in  opinion  that  in  Conjitantine  Levin,  the  hero  of 

"Anna  Karenina,"  Count  Tolstoi  has  depicted  himself, 
and  has  described  the  development  of  his  ideas  during  the 
ensuing  period  of  his  life. 
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